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CHILDE   HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 

A  ROM  AUNT. 


L'univers  est  une  esp^ce  de  livre,  dont  on  n'a  lu  que  la  premiere  page  quand 
on  n'a  vu  que  son  pays.  J'en  ai  feuillet^  un  assez  grand  nombre,  que  j'ai 
trouve  egalement  mauvaises.  Cet  examen  ne  m'a  point  ett-  ini'ructueux. 
Je  haissais  ma  patrie.  Toutes  les  impertinences  des  peuples  divers,  parmi 
lesquels  j'ai  vecu,  m'ont  reconcilie  avec  elle.  Quand  je  n'aurais  tire  d'autre 
benefice  de  mes  voyages  que  celui-la,  je  n'eu  regretterais  ni  les  frais,  ni  les 
fatigues.  LE  COSMOPOLITE. 


VOL.  I. 


PREFACE. 


The  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  most  part, 
amidst  the  scenes  which  it  attempts  to  describe.  It  was 
begun  in  Albania;  and  the  parts  relative  to  Sp£un  and 
Portugal  were  composed  from  the  author's  observations 
in  those  countries.  Thus  much  it  may  be  necessary  to 
state  for  the  correctness  of  the  descriptions.  The  scenes 
attempted  to  be  sketched  are  in  Spain,  Portugal,  Epirus, 
Acarnania,  and  Greece.  There  for  the  present  the  poem 
stops:  its  reception  will  determine  whether  the  author 
may  venture  to  conduct  his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the 
East,  through  Ionia  and  Phrygia :  these  two  cantos  are 
merely  experimental. 

A  fictitious  character  is  introduced  for  the  sake  of 
giving  some  connexion  to  the  piece;  which,  however, 
makes  no  pretension  to  regularity.    It  has  been  suggested 
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to  nic  by  friends,  on  whose  opinions  I  set  a  higli  value, 
that  ill  this  iictitious  character,  "  Chikle  Harold,"  I  may 
incur  the  suspicion  of  having  intended  some  real  per- 
sonage: this  I  beg  leave,  once  for  all,  to  disclaim — 
Harold  is  the  child  of  imagination,  'for  the  purpose  I 
have  stated.  In  some  very  trivial  particulars,  and  those 
merely  local,  there  might  be  grounds  for  such  a  notion ; 
but  in  the  m£un  points,  I  should  hope,  none  whatever. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  mention  that  the  appellation 
"  Childe,"  as  "  Childe  Waters,"  "  Childe  Childers,"  &c. 
is  used  as  more  consonant  with  the  old  structure  of  versi- 
fication which  I  have  adopted.  The  "  Good  Night,"  in 
the  beginning  of  the  first  canto,  was  suggested  by  "  Lord 
Maxwell's  Good  Night,"  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  edited 
by  Mr.  Scott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been  published 
oil  Spanish  subjects,  there  may  l)e  found  some  slight 
coincidence  in  tlu'  first  ]iart,  which  treats  of  the  Penin- 
siil.i,  hut  it  can  only  be  casual;  as,  with  the  exception  of 
a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole  of  this  poem  was 
written  in  the  Levant. 
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The  stanza  of  Spenser,  according  to  one  of  our  most 
successful  poets,  admits  of  every  variety.  Dr.  Beattie 
makes  the  following  observation :  "  Not  long  ago  I  began 
a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanza  of  Spenser,  in  which 
I  propose  to  give  full  scope  to  my  inclination,  and  be 
either  droll  or  pathetic,  descriptive  or  sentimental,  tender 
or  satirical,  as  the  humour  strikes  me ;  for,  if  I  mistake 
not,  the  measure  which  I  have  adopted  admits  equally 
of  all  these  kinds  of  composition*.*" — Strengthened  in  my 
opinion  by  such  authority,  and  by  the  example  of  some 
in  the  highest  order  of  Italian  poets,  I  shall  make  no 
apology  for  attempts  at  similar  variations  in  the  following 
composition ;  satisfied  that,  if  they  are  unsuccessful,  their 
failure  must  be  in  the  execution,  rather  than  in  the 
design  sanctioned  by  the  practice  of  Ariosto,  Thomson, 
and  Beattie. 

*  Beattie's  Letters. 


ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 


I  HAVE  now  waited  till  almost  all  our  periodical  journals 
have  distributed  their  usual  portion  of  criticism.  To  the 
justice  of  the  generahty  of  their  criticisms  I  have  nothing 
to  object;  it  would  ill  become  me  to  quarrel  with  their 
very  slight  degree  of  censure,  when,  perhaps,  if  they  had 
been  less  kind  they  had  been  more  candid.  Returning, 
therefore,  to  all  and  each  my  best  thanks  for  their  li- 
berality, on  one  point  alone  shall  I  venture  an  observation. 
Amongst  the  many  objections  justly  urged  to  the  very 
indifferent  character  of  the  "  vagrant  Childe,""  (whom, 
notwithstanding  many  hints  to  the  contrary,  I  still  main- 
tain to  be  a  fictitious  personage),  it  has  been  stated,  that 
besides  the  anachronism,  he  is  very  unknightly^  as  the 
times  of  the  Knights  were  times  of  love,  honour,  and  so 
forth.  Now  it  so  happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when 
"  Tamour  du  bon  vieux  tems,  Tamour  antique"  flourished, 
were  the  most  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries.     Those 
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who  have  any  doubts  on  this  subject  may  consult  St. 
Palaye,  passim,  and  more  particularly  vol.  ii.  page  69- 
The  vows  of  chivalry  were  no  better  kept  than  any  other 
vows  whatsoever,  and  the  songs  of  the  Troubadours  were 
not  more  decent,  and  certainly  were  much  less  refined, 
than  those  of  Ovid. — The  "  Cours  d"'amour,  parlemens 
d'amour  ou  de  courtesie  et  de  gentilesse"  had  much  more 
of  love  tluin  of  courtesy  or  gentleness. — See  RoUand 
on  the  same  subject  "svith  St.  Palaye. — Whatever  other 
objection  may  be  urged  to  that  most  unamiable  per- 
sonage Childe  Harold,  he  was  so  far  perfectly  knightly 
in  his  attributes — "  No  waiter,  but  a  knight  templar*." — 
liy  the  by,  I  fear  that  Sir  Tristram  and  Sir  Lancelot  were 
no  better  than  they  should  be,  although  very  poetical 
personages  and  tiiie  knights  "  sans  peur,"  though  not 
"  sans  reproche.^ — If  the  story  of  the  institution  of  the 
"  Garter"  l)e  not  a  fable,  the  knights  of  that  order  have 
for  several  centuries  borne  the  badge  of  a  Countess  of 
Salisbury,  of  indifferent  memory.  So  much  for  chivalry. 
Burke  need  not  have  regretted  that  its  days  are  over, 
though  Maria  Antoinette  was  quite  as  chaste  as  most  of 
those  in  whose  honours  lances  were  shivered,  and  kniohts 
unh()r>c(l. 

•  'i'lic  |{ovcis.     Anlijacobin. 
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Before  the  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  those  of  Sir 
Joseph  Banks  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated  of  ancient 
and  modern  times),  few  exceptions  will  be  found  to  this 
statement,  and  I  fear  a  little  investigation  will  teach  us 
not  to  regret  these  monstrous  mummeries  of  the  middle 
ages. 

I  now  leave  "  Childe  Harold""  to  live  his  day,  such  as 
he  is;  it  had  been  more  agreeable,  and  certainly  more 
easy,  to  have  draAvn  an  amiable  character.  It  had  been 
easy  to  varnish  over  his  faults,  to  make  him  do  more  and 
express  less,  but  he  never  was  intended  as  an  example, 
further  than  to  show  that  early  perversion  of  mind  and 
morals  leads  to  satiety  of  past  pleasures  and  disappoint- 
ment in  new  ones,  and  that  even  the  beauties  of  nature, 
and  the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition,  the  most 
powerful  of  all  excitements)  are  lost  on  a  soul  so  con- 
stituted, or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  proceeded  with 
the  Poem,  this  character  would  have  deepened  as  he  drew 
to  the  close ;  for  the  outhne  which  I  once  meant  to  fiU  up 
for  him  was,  with  Some  exceptions,  the  sketch  of  a  modern 
Timon,  perhaps^a  poetical  Zeluco. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  I. 


TO  lANTHE. 


Not  in  those  climes  where  I  have  late  been  straying, 
Though  Beauty  long  hath  there  been  matchless  deemed ; 
Not  in  those  visions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only  dreamed, 
Hath  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  seem^'d : 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  they  beam"'d — 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak  ; 
To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  wliat  language  could  they 
speak  ? 


14  TO   lANTHE. 

Ah !  may'st  thou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art, 
Nor  unbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring, 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart, 
Love''s  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  Hope's  imagining ! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening, 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years, 
Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  disappears. 


Young  Peri  of  the  West! — 'tis  well  for  me 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  loveless  eye  unmoved  may  gaze  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine ; 
IIaj)py,  I  neVr  shall  see  them  in  decline; 
Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  those  w  hose  admiration  shall  succeed, 
Hut    iiiixM   wiiii    pangs  to  Love's  even  loveliest  hours 
(kneed. 
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Oh !  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  GazeUe's, 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  shy, 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzles  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o'er  this  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  breast  might  vainly  sigh, 
Could  I  to  thee  be  ever  more  than  friend : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord ;  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  young  my  strain  I  would  commend, 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  blend. 


Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined ; 
And  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  days  once  numbered,  should  this  homage  past 
Attract  thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  haiPd  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wast, 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire ; 
Though  more  than  Hope  can  claim,  could  Friendship  less 
require  ? 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  I. 


I. 

Oh,  thou !  in  Hellas  deem'd  of  heav'nly  birth, 
Muse !  form'd  or  fabled  at  the  minstrePs  will ! 
Since  shamed  fuU  oft  by  later  l}Tes  on  earth, 
Mine  dares  not  call  thee  from  thy  sacred  hill : 
Yet  there  IVe  wander'd  by  thy  vaunted  riU; 
Yes!  sigh'd  o'er  Delphi's  long-deserted  shrine,  ''> 
Where,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still ; 
Nor  mote  my  sheU  awake  the  weary  Nine 
To  grace  so  plain  a  tale — this  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

VOL.  I.  ^  c 
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II. 

Whilome  in  Albion  s  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth, 
Who  ne  in  virtue's  ways  did  take  dehght ; 
But  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth, 
And  vex\l  ^vith  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  of  Niglit. 
Ah,  me !  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight, 
Sore  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee ; 
Few  earthly  things  found  favour  in  his  sight 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  companie, 
And  flaunting  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 

III. 

Chllde  Harold  was  he  hight : — but  whence  his  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say ; 
Suffice  it,  that  perchance  they  were  of  fame, 
And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day  : 
But  one  sad  losel  soils  a  name  for  aye. 
However  mighty  in  the  olden  time ; 
Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  from  coffined  clay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme. 
Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 
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IV. 

Cliilde  Harold  bask'd  him  in  the  noon-tide  sun, 
Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly ; 
Nor  deem'd  before  his  httle  day  was  done 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 
But  long  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  pass'd  by, 
AVorse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befell ; 
He  felt  the  fulness  of  satiety : 
Then  loathed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell, 
Wliich  seem'd  to  him  more  lone  than  Eremite's  sad  cell. 

V. 

For  he  through  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  run, 
Nor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amiss. 
Had  sigh'd  to  many  though  he  loved  but  one, 
And  that  loved  one,  alas  !  could  ne'er  be  his. 
Ah,  happy  she  !  to  'scape  from  him  whose  kiss 
Had  been  pollution  imto  aught  so  chaste ; 
Who  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bUss, 
And  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  his  waste. 
Nor  calm  domestic  peace  had  ever  deign'd  to  taste. 
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VI. 

And  now  Childe  Harold  was  sore  sick  at  heart, 
And  from  his  fellow  bacchanals  would  flee ; 
'Tis  said,  at  times  the  suUen  tear  would  start, 
But  Pride  congeal'd  the  drop  within  his  ee : 
Apart  he  stalked  in  joyless  reverie, 
And  from  his  native  land  resolved  to  go. 
And  visit  scorching  chmes  beyond  the  sea ; 
With  pleasure  drugged  he  almost  long'd  for  woe, 
And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shades  below. 

VII. 

The  Childe  departed  from  his  father's  hall : 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile ; 
So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  fall, 
Yet  strength  was  pillar'd  in  each  massy  aisle. 
Monastic  dome  !  condenm'd  to  uses  vile  ! 
Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den 
Now  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  sing  and  smile ; 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come  agen. 
If  aiUH'iit  talcs  say  true,  nor  wrong  these  holy  men. 
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VIII. 

Yet  oft-times  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  Childe  Harold's  brow, 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud 
Or  disappointed  passion  lurk'd  belov/ : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know ; 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  flow. 
Nor  sought  he  friend  to  counsel  or  condole, 
Whatever  this  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could  not  control. 

IX. 

And  none  did  love  him — though  to  hall  and  bower 
He  gathered  revellers  from  far  and  near. 
He  knew  them  flattVers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Yea !  none  did  love  him — not  his  lemans  dear — 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman*'s  care. 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  feere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by  glare, 
And  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs  might  despair. 
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X. 

Childe  Harold  had  a  mother— not  forgot, 
Though  parting  from  tliat  motlier  he  did  shun ; 
A  sister  whom  he  loved,  but  saw  her  not 
Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  begun : 
If  friends  he  had,  he  bade  adieu  to  none. 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of  steel ; 
Ye,  who  have  known  what  'tis  to  dote  vipon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 
Such  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  to  heal. 

XI. 

His  house,  his  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands. 
The  laughing  dames  in  whom  he  did  delight. 
Whose  large  blue  eyes,  fair  locks,  and  snowy  hands. 
Might  shake  the  saintship  of  an  anchorite, 
And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite ; 
His  goblets  brimm'd  with  every  costly  wine. 
And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite, 
Witliout  a  sigli  he  left,  to  cross  the  brine, 
Aiul  tra\ersc  P.iyniin  shores,  and  pass  Earth's  central  line. 
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XII. 

The  sails  were  fill"'d,  and  fair  the  hght  winds  blew, 
As  glad  to  waft  him  from  his  native  home ; 
And  fast  the  white  rocks  faded  from  his  view, 
And  soon  were  lost  in  circumambient  foam : 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  his  M'ish  to  roam 
Repented  he,  but  in  his  bosom  slept 
The  silent  thought,  nor  from  his  hps  did  come 
One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sate  and  wept, 
And  to  the  reckless  gales  unmanly  moaning  kept. 

XIII. 

But  when  the  sun  was  sinking  in  the  sea 
He  seized  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could  strmg. 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody. 
When  deem''d  he  no  strange  ear  was  listening : 
And  now  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling. 
And  tuned  his  farewell  in  the  dim  twilight. 
While  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snow^y  wing, 
And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight. 
Thus  to  the  elements  he  j)our"'d  his  last  "  Good  Night.'' 
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1. 
"  Adieu,  adieu !  my  native  shore 

Fades  oVr  the  waters  bhie ; 
The  Night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar, 

And  shrieks  the  wild  seamew. 
Yon  Sun  that  sets  upon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight ; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee, 

My  native  Land — Good  Night ! 


2. 
"  A  few  short  hours  and  He  will  rise 

To  give  the  Morrow  birth ; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  skies, 

But  not  my  mother  Earth. 
Deserted  is  my  own  good  hall, 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
W[\d  weeds  arc  gathering  on  the  wall ; 

My  dog  liowls  at  the  gate. 
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3. 
"  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page ! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wml  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  the  billows'  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale  ? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye ; 

Our  ship  is  swift  and  strong : 
Our  fleetest  falcon  scarce  can  fly 

More  merrily  along.''' 


4. 
'  Let  Avinds  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  high, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love. 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone, 

But  thee — and  one  above. 
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5. 

'  My  father  blessVl  me  fervently, 

Yet  did  not  much  complain ; 
Ihit  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again/ — 
"  Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad  ! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye ; 
If  I  thy  guileless  bosom  had 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry. 


6. 

"  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeoman. 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman. 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?" — 
'  Deem'st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life  ? 

Sir  Childe,  I  \n  not  so  weak ; 
Ihit  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  bhiiRli  a  faithful  cheek. 
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7- 
'  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall, 

Along  the  bordering  lake, 
And  when  they  on  their  father  call, 

What  answer  shall  she  make  ?' — 
"  Enough,  enough,  my  yeoman  good, 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 


8. 

"  For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  sighs 

Of  wife  or  paramour .'' 
Fresh  feres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 

We  late  saw  streaming  o'er. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve, 

Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 
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9. 

"  And  now  I  'm  in  the  world  alone, 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea: 
But  why  should  I  for  others  groan, 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ? 
Perchance  my  dog  will  whine  in  vain, 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
But  long  ere  I  come  back  again, 

He'd  tear  me  where  he  stands. 


10. 
"  With  thee,  my  bark.  111  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine ; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to. 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark-blue  waves ! 

And  when  you  fail  my  sight, 
Welcome,  ye  deserts,  and  ye  caves ! 

My  native  Land — Good  Night !" 
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XIV. 

On,  on  the  vessel  flies,  the  land  is  gone, 
And  winds  are  rude  in  Biscay's  sleepless  bay. 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  ^vith  the  fifth,  anon. 
New  shores  descried  make  every  bosom  gay ; 
And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way. 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  deep. 
His  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay ; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Lusian  pilots  leap, 
And  steer  'twixt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  rustics  reap. 

XV. 

Oh,  Christ !  it  is  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  dehcious  land ! 
W^hat  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree ! 
What  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand ! 
But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  hand : 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest  scourge 
'Gainst  those  who  most  transgress  his  high  command, 
AVith  treble  vengeance  will  his  hot  shafts  urge 
GauFs  locust  host,  and  earth  from  fellest  foemen  purge. 
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XVI. 

What  beauties  doth  Lisboa  first  unfold ! 
Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide, 
Which  poets  vainly  pave  vnth  sands  of  gold, 
But  now  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  mighty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied, 
And  to  the  Lusians  did  her  aid  afford : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride, 
AVlio  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  the  sword 
To  sa\c  them  from  the  wrath  of  Gaul's  unsparing  lord. 

XVII. 

But  whoso  entereth  within  this  town, 
That,  sheening  far,  celestial  seems  to  be, 
Disconsolate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
'Mid  many  things  imsightly  to  strange  ee ; 
For  Init  and  palace  show  like  filthily  : 
Tlu'  dingy  denizens  are  rear'd  in  dirt ; 
Ne  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Doth  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt, 
Though  shent  with  Egypt's  i)lague,  unkempt,  unwashed; 
inihiirt. 
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XVIII. 

Poor,  paltry  slaves !  yet  born  'midst  noblest  scenes — 
Why,  Nature,  waste  thy  wonders  on  such  men  ^ 
Lo !  Cintra"'s  glorious  Eden  intervenes 
In  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
All,  me !  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates 
Through  views  more  dazzling  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relates, 
Who  to  the  awe-struck  world  unlocked  Elysium''s  gates  ? 

XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown'd, 
The  cork-trees  hoai*  that  clothe  the  shaggy  steep. 
The  mountain-moss  by  scorching  skies  imbrown'd. 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  weep. 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unruffled  deep. 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough. 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  branch  below, 
Mix'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  beauty  glow. 
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XX. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way, 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
From  loftier  rocks  new  loveliness  survey, 
And  rest  ye  at  our  "  Lady's  house  of  woe ;""  *^* 
Where  frugal  monks  their  little  relics  show. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell : 
Here  impious  men  have  punished  been,  and  lo ! 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorius  long  did  dwell. 
In  hope  to  merit  Heaven  by  making  earth  a  Hell. 

XXI. 

And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  you  spring, 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crosses  near  the  path  : 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotion's  offering — 
These  are  memorials  frail  of  murderous  wrath : 
For  wheresoever  the  shrieking  victim  hath 
Poured  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knife 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath  ; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  rife 
Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  law  secures  not  life.  <•''> 
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XXII. 

On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath, 
Are  domes  where  whilome  kings  did  make  repair ; 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only  breathe ; 
Yet  ruined  splendour  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palace  fair : 
There  thou  too,  Vathek !  England's  wealthiest  son, 
Once  formed  thy  Paradise,  as  not  aware 
When  wanton  Wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hath  done, 
Meek  Peace  voluptuous  lures  was  ever  wont  to  shun. 

XXIII. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  schemes  of  pleasure  plan. 
Beneath  yon  mountain's  ever  beauteous  brow  : 
But  now,  as  if  a  tiling  unblest  by  Man, 
Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  giant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  halls  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide : 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  how 
Vain  are  the  pleasaunces  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  ungentle  tide ! 

VOL.   I.  1) 
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XXIV. 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened !  <^' 
Oh !  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye ! 
With  diadem  hight  foolscap,  lo !  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scoffs  incessantly. 
There  sits  in  parchment  rol^e  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll, 
Where  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chivalry, 
And  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll, 
Whereat  the  Urchin  points  and  laughs  with  all  his  soul. 

XXV. 

Convention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
That  foll''d  the  knights  in  Marialva's  dome : 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguiled, 
And  turn\l  a  nation''s  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Here  Folly  dash''d  to  earth  the  victor"'s  plume. 
And  Policy  regain\l  w  hat  arms  had  lost : 
For  chiefs  like  oiu's  in  vain  may  laurels  bloom ! 
AVoe  to  the  conquering,  not  the  conquer''d  host, 
Since  baffled  Triumph  droops  on  Lusitania's  coast ! 
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XXVI. 

And  ever  since  that  martial  synod  met, 
Britannia  sickens,  Cintra !  at  thy  name ; 
And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  fret, 
And  fain  would  blush,  if  blush  they  could,  for  sliame. 
How  v/ill  posterity  the  deed  proclaim ! 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow-nations  sneer, 
To  view  these  champions  cheated  of  their  fame, 
By  foes  in  fight  overthrown,  yet  victors  here. 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  points  through  many  a  coming 
year  ? 

XXVII. 

So  deem'd  the  Childe,  as  o''er  the  mountains  he 
Did  take  his  way  in  sohtary  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  flee. 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Though  here  awhile  he  learn'd  to  morahze, 
For  Meditation  fixYl  at  times  on  him ; 
And  conscious  Reason  whisper'd  to  despise 
His  early  youth,  mispent  in  maddest  whim ; 
But  as  he  gazed  on  truth  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 
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XXVIII. 

To  liorse !  to  horse !  he  quits,  for  ever  quits 
A  scene  of  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul : 
Again  he  rouses  from  liis  moping  fits, 
But  seeks  not  now  the  liarlot  and  the  bowl. 
Onward  he  flies,  nor  fix''d  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgrimage ; 
And  ©""er  him  many  changing  scenes  must  roll 
Ere  toil  his  thirst  for  travel  can  assuage, 
Or  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  experience  sage. 

XXIX. 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay,  '^' 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Lusian's  luckless  queen ; 
And  church  and  court  did  mingle  their  array. 
And  mass  and  revel  were  alternate  seen ; 
Lordlings  and  freres — ill-sorted  fry  I  ween ! 
But  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glorious  sheen, 
That  men  forget  the  blood  which  she  hath  spilt, 
And  l)ow  tlic  knee  to  Poni])  that  loves  to  varnish  guilt. 


CANTO  I.  PILGRIMAGE.  37 

XXX. 

O'er  vales  that  teem  with  fruits,  romantic  hills, 
(Oh,  that  such  hills  upheld  a  freeborn  race !) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  pleasant  place. 
Though  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase, 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair, 
The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  league  to  trace. 
Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air, 
And  life,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope  to  share. 

XXXI. 

More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede. 
And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend : 
Immense  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed  i 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 
Spain"'s  realms  appear  whereon  her  shepherds  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader  knows — 
Now  must  the  pastor''s  arm  his  lambs  defend : 
For  Spain  is  compassVl  by  unyielding  foes, 
And  all  must  shield  their  all,  or  share  Subjection"'s  woes. 
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XXXII. 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  sister  meet, 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  reahns  divide  ? 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet, 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  ? 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride  ? 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  vasty  wall  ? — 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall. 
Rise  like  the  rocks  that  part  Hispania's  land  from  Gaul : 

XXXIII. 
But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides, 
And  scarce  a  name  distinguisheth  the  brook. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook. 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  look, 
That  peaceful  still  'twixt  bitterest  foemen  flow ; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
'Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  tlie  low.  "'> 
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XXXIV. 

But  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  far  been  pass'd, 
Dark  Guadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast, 
So  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendour  drest : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  the  strong ; 
The  Paynim  turban  and  the  Christian  crest 
Mix\l  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts  oppress''d. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  Spain !  renown'd,  romantic  land ! 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pelagio  bore, 
When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  call'd  the  band 
That  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Gothic  gore  ?  *''' 
Where  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yore 
Waved  ©""er  thy  sons,  victorious  to  the  gale, 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  "^ 
Red  gleam'd  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  pale, 
While  Afric's  echoes  thrill'd  with  Moorish  matrons'  wail. 
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XXXVI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  tale  ? 
Ah  !  such,  alas !  the  hero's  amplest  fate ! 
When  o-ranite  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 
A  peasant's  plaint  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 
Pride !  bend  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  thine  estate. 
See  how  the  Mighty  shrink  into  a  song ! 
Can  Volume,  Pillar,  Pile  preserve  thee  great  ? 
Or  must  thou  trust  Tradition's  simple  tongue. 
When  Flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  History  does  thee 
wronjj  ? 

XXXVII. 

Awake,  ye  sons  of  Spain !  awake !  advance ! 
Lo!  Chivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries; 
But  wields  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lance. 
Nor  shakes  her  crimson  plumage  in  the  skies : 
Now  on  the  smoke  of  blazing  bolts  she  flies, 
And  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine's  roar : 
In  every  peal  she  calls — "  Awake !  arise !" 
Say,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore, 
Wlien  her  war-song  Mas  heard  on  Andalusia's  shore ? 
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XXXVIII. 

Hark !  heard  you  not  tliose  hoofs  of  dreadful  note  ? 
Sounds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  smote ; 
Nor  saved  your  brethren  ere  they  sank  beneath 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves  ? — the  fires  of  death, 
The  bale-fires  flash  on  high : — from  rock  to  rock 
Each  volley  teUs  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe ; 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Su'oc, 
Red  Battle  stamps  his  foot,  and  nations  feel  the  shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  where  the  Giant  on  the  moimtain  stands, 
His  blood-red  tresses  deep''mng  in  the  sun, 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands, 
And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  fix'd,  and  now  anon 
Flasliing  afar, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done ; 
For  on  this  morn  three  potent  nations  meet. 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  most  s-weet. 
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XL. 

By  Heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  tlicre) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery, 
Their  various  arms  that  ghtter  in  the  air ! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  lair, 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey ! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  Grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away, 
And  Havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

XLI. 

Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice ; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high  ; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies ; 
The  shouts  are  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory ! 
Tlie  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
That  fights  for  all,  but  ever  fights  in  vain, 
Are  met — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die — 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavera''s  plain. 
And  fertilize  the  field  that  each  pretends  to  gain. 
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XLII. 

There  shall  they  rot — Anibition''s  honour*'d  fools ! 
Yes,  Honour  decks  the  turf  that  A\Taps  their  clay ! 
Vain  Sophistry !  in  these  behold  the  tools, 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  then'  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what  ? — a  dream  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  hails  their  sway.'' 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own. 
Save  that  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone  ? 

XLIII. 

Oh,  Albuera !  glorious  field  of  grief ! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  Pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed, 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief, 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and  bleed  ! 
Peace  to  the  perisli'd !  may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  tears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong  ! 
Till  others  fall  where  other  cliieftains  lead. 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throng. 
And  shine  in  worthless  lavs,  the  theme  of  transient  song  ! 
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XLIV. 

Enough  of  Battle''s  minions !  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame : 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay, 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth  'twere  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirehngs !  for  their  country''s  good, 
And  die,  that  hving  might  have  proved  her  shame ; 
Perish''d,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud, 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  Rapine"'s  path  pursued. 

XLV. 

Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  imsubdued  : 
Yet  is  she  free — the  spoiler's  Avish^d-for  prey ! 
Soon,  soon  shall  Conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude, 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  rude. 
Inevitable  hour !  'Gainst  fate  to  strive 
Where  Desolation  plants  her  famish'd  brood 
Is  vain,  or  Ilion,  Tyre  might  yet  survive, 
And  Virtue  vancjuish  all,  and  INIurdcr  cease  to  thrive. 
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XLVI. 

But  all  unconscious  of  the  coming  doom, 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  consume, 
Nor  bleed  these  patriots  with  their  country ''s  wounds  : 
Not  here  War's  clarion,  but  Love''s  rebeck  sounds ; 
Here  Folly  still  his  votaries  intliralls ; 
And  young-eyed  Lewdness  walks  her  midnight  rounds : 
Girt  with  the  silent  crimes  of  Capitals, 
Still  to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  the  tott'ring  walls. 

XL  VII. 

Not  so  the  rustic — with  his  trembling  mate 
He  lurks,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  afar, 
Lest  he  should  view  his  vineyard  desolate, 
Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  Eve''s  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  Castanet : 
Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar, 
Not  in  the  toils  of  Glory  would  ye  fret ; 
The  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  Man  be  happy  yet ! 
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XLVIII. 

How  carols  now  the  lusty  muleteer  ? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion  is  his  lay, 
As  whilome  he  was  wont  the  leagues  to  cheer, 
His  quick  bells  ^vildly  jingling  on  the  way  ? 
No!  as  he  speeds,  he  chants,  "  Viva  el  Rey !"  <"' 
And  checks  his  song  to  execrate  Godoy, 
The  royal  ^\dttol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day 
When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed  boy, 
And  gore-faced  Treason  sprung  from  her  adulterate  joy. 

XLIX. 

On  von  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
A\'ith  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  rest, 
Wide  scatter  d  hoof-marks  dint  the  wounded  ground ; 
And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  greensward's  darkened  vest 
Ti'lls  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest: 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  host. 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's  nest ; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast, 
And  points  to  yonder  cliffs,  which  oft  were  won  and  lost. 
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L. 

And  whomsoever  along  the  path  you  meet 
Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue, 
Which  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet :  '''^ 
Woe  to  the  man  that  walks  in  pubHc  ^^ew 
Without  of  loyalty  this  token  true : 
Sharp  is  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 
And  sorely  would  the  GaUic  foeman  rue, 
If  subtle  poniards,  wrapt  beneath  the  cloke. 
Could  blunt  the  sabre's  edge,  or  clear  the  cannon''s  smoke. 

LI. 
At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 
Sustains  aloft  the  battery's  iron  load ; 
And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  sight, 
The  mountain-howitzer,  the  broken  road. 
The  bristhng  palisade,  the  fosse  o''er-flow''d. 
The  stationed  bands,  the  never-vacant  watch, 
The  magazine  in  rocky  durance  stow'd. 
The  holster''d  steed  beneath  the  shed  of  thatch. 
The  ball-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-blazing  match, ''"' 
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LII. 

-    Portend  the  deeds  to  come : — but  he  whose  nod 

Has  tumbled  feebler  despots  from  their  sway 

A  moment  pauseth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod ; 

A  little  moment  deigneth  to  delay : 

Soon  will  his  legions  sweep  through  these  their  way ; 

The  West  must  own  the  Scourger  of  the  world. 

Ah !  Spain !  how  sad  wtII  be  thy  reckoning-day, 

When  soars  Gaul's  Vulture,  with  his  Avings  unfurPd, 
And  thou  shalt  view  thy  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades  hurl'd. 

LIII. 

And  must  they  fall  ?  the  young,  the  proud,  the  brave, 
To  swell  one  bloated  ChieFs  unwholesome  reign  ? 
No  step  between  submission  and  a  grave  ? 
The  rise  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain  ? 
And  doth  the  Power  that  man  adores  ordain 
Their  doom,  nor  heed  the  suppliant's  appeal  ? 
Is  all  that  desperate  Valour  acts  in  vain  ? 
And  Counsel  sage,  and  patriotic  Zeal, 
The  Veteran'*s  skill.  Youth's  fire,  and  Manhood's  heart  of 
steel  ? 
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LIV. 

Is  it  for  this  the  Spanish  maid,  aroused. 
Hangs  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar. 
And,  all  unsex'd,  the  anlace  hath  espoused. 
Sung  the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war  ? 
And  she,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a  scar 
AppaU'd,  an  owlet's  larum  chiU'd  Avith  dread. 
Now  views  the  column-scattering  bay''net  jar. 
The  falchion  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 
Stalks  with  Minerva's  step  where  Mars  might  quake  to 
tread. 

LV. 

Ye  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale. 
Oh !  had  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour, 
Mark'd  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil, 
Heard  her  hght,  lively  tones  in  Lady's  bower, 
Seen  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  painter's  power. 
Her  fairy  form,  with  more  than  female  grace, 
Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragoza's  tower 
Beheld  her  smile  in  Danger's  Gorgon  face, 
Thin  the  closed  ranks,  and  lead  in  Glory's  fearful  chase. 

VOL.  I.  E 
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LVI. 

Her  lover  sinks — she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear ; 
Her  chief  is  slain — she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 
Her  fellows  flee — she  checks  their  base  career ; 
The  foe  retires — she  heads  the  sallying  host : 
Who  can  appease  Uke  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  fall  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  mans  flusli'd  hope  is  lost  ? 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul, 
Foil'd  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter'd  wall  ? '"' 

LVII. 

Yet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amazons, 
But  form'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love : 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons, 
And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
'Tis  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  softness  as  in  firmness  far  above 
Remoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate ; 
Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchance  as  great. 
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LVIII. 

The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impressed 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  touch  :  <i2) 
Her  lips,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  their  nest, 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such : 
Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek, 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous  clutch ! 
AVho  round  the  North  for  paler  dames  would  seek  ? 
How  poor  their  forms  appear!  how  languid,  wan,  and 
weak ! 

LIX/ 

Match  me,  ye  climes !  which  poets  love  to  laud ; 
Match  me,  ye  harams  of  the  land !  where  now 
I  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev'n  a  cynic  nuist  avow  ; 
Match  me  those  Houries,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Love  should  ride  the  ^\'ind, 
With  Spain's  dark-glancing  daughters — deign  to  know, 
There  your  wise  Prophet's  paradise  we  find. 
His  black-eved  maids  of  Heaven,  angelicallv  kind. 
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LX. 

Oil,  thou  Parnassus!  '^^'  whom  I  now  survey, 
Not  in  the  phrensy  of  a  dreamer"'s  eye, 
Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay, 
But  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  native  sky, 
In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain  majesty ! 
What  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sing  ? 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  passing  by 
Would  gladly  woo  thine  Echoes  with  his  string, 
Though  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  Muse  will  wave  her 
wing. 

LXI. 

Oft  have  I  dreanfd  of  Thee !  whose  glorious  name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divinest  lore : 
And  now  I  view  thee,  'tis,  alas !  with  shame 
That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 
Nor  raise  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar. 
But  gaze  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
In  silent  }oy  to  think  at  last  I  look  on  Thee! 
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LXII. 

Happier  in  this  than  mightiest  bards  have  been, 
Whose  fate  to  distant  homes  confined  their  lot, 
Shall  I  unmoved  behold  the  hallowed  scene, 
Which  others  rave  of,  though  they  know  it  not  ? 
Though  here  no  more  ApoUo  haunts  his  grot, 
And  thou,  the  Muses''  seat,  art  now  their  grave, 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervades  the  spot. 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave. 
And  ghdes  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  melodious  wave. 

LXIII. 

Of  thee  hereafter. — Ev'n  amidst  my  strain 
I  turn''d  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain ; 
Her  fate,  to  every  freeborn  bosom  dear; 
And  hail''d  thee,  not  perchance  Avithout  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme — but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  me  some  remnant,  some  memorial  bear ; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant. 
Nor  let  thy  votary''s  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle  vaunt 
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LXIV. 
B  ut  ne'er  didst  thou,  fair  Mount !  when  Greece  was  young, 
See  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir, 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  sone  of  love  than  Andalusia's  maids, 
Nurst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire : 
Ah !  that  to  these  were  given  such  peaceful  shades 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  Glory  fly  lier  glades. 

LXV. 
Fair  is  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days ;  *'^* 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast, 
Calls  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  Vice !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  Avays ! 
While  boyish  blood  is  manthng  who  can  'scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? 
A  Clicrub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 
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LXVI. 

When  Paphos  fell  by  Time — accursed  Time ! 
The  queen  who  conquers  all  must  yield  to  thee — 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a  clime ; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea, 
To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deign'd  to  flee ; 
And  fix"'d  her  shrine  within  these  walls  of  white  : 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circumscribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  thousand  altars  rise,  for  ever  blazing  bright. 

LXVII. 

From  morn  till  night,  from  night  till  startled  Morn 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revels  laughing  crew, 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn. 
Devices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  new. 
Tread  on  each  others  kibes.     A  long  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojourns : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  heu 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  burns. 
And  love  and  prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hour  by  tvu-ns. 
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LXVIII. 

The  Sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest ; 
What  hallows  it  upon  this  Christian  shore  ? 
Lo !  it  is  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast : 
Hark !  heard  you  not  the  forest-monarch"'s  roar  ? 
Crashing  the  lance,  he  snuffs  the  spouting  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o''erthrown  beneath  his  horn ; 
The  throng"'d  arena  shakes  with  shouts  for  more ; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  oVr  entrails  freshly  torn, 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  ev''n  affects  to  mourn. 

LXIX. 

The  seventh  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan, 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
Thy  coach  of  Hackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  cliau*, 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl. 
To  Hampstead,  Brentford,  Harrow  make  repair ; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl. 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl. 
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LXX. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribbon"'d  fair, 
Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly ; 
Some  Richmond-hill  ascend,  some  scud  to  Ware, 
And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 
Ask  ye,  Boeotian  shades!  the  reason  why?  "^' 
"'TIS  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  Horn, 
Grasp''d  in  the  holy  hand  of  Mystery, 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maids  are  sworn, 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught,  and  dance  tiU  mom. 

LXXI. 

All  have  their  fooleries — not  ahke  are  thine. 
Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea ! 
Soon  as  the  matin  bell  proclaimeth  nine. 
Thy  saint  adorers  count  the  rosary : 
Much  is  the  Virgin  teased  to  shrive  them  free 
(Well  do  I  ween  the  only  virgin  there) 
From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be ; 
Then  to  the  crowded  circus  fortli  they  fare : 
Young,  old,  high,  low,  at  once  the  same  diversion  share. 
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LXXII. 

The  lists  are  oped,  the  spacious  area  clearM, 
Thousands  on  thousands  piled  are  seated  round  ; 
Long  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  is  heard, 
Ne  vacant  space  for  lated  wight  is  found : 
Here  dons,  grandees,  but  chiefly  dames  abound, 
Skiird  in  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  eye, 
Yet  ever  weU  inchned  to  heal  the  wound ; 
None  through  their  cold  disdain  are  doom\l  to  die. 
As  moon-struck  bards  complain,  by  Love's  sad  archery. 

LXXIIL 

Hush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues — on  gallant  steeds, 
With  milk-white  crest,  gold  spur,  and  light-poised  lance. 
Four  cavaliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds^ 
And  loM'ly  bending  to  the  lists  advance ; 
Rich  are  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  featly  prance : 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  they  sliine  to-day, 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies'  lovely  glance, 
Best  prize  of  better  acts,  they  bear  away. 
And  all  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  toils  repay. 
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LXXIV. 

In  costly  sheen  and  gaudy  cloak  array "'d, 
But  all  afoot,  the  hght-limb''d  Matadore 
Stands  in  the  centre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lowing  herds ;  but  not  before 
The  ground,  ^^'ith  cautious  tread,  is  traversed  o'er, 
Lest  aught  unseen  should  lurk  to  thwart  his  speed : 
His  amis  a  dart,  he  fights  aloof,  nor  more 
Can  man  achieve  without  the  friendly  steed — 
Alas !  too  oft  condemned  for  him  to  bear  and  bleed. 

LXXV. 

Thrice  soimds  the  clarion ;  lo !  the  signal  falls. 
The  den  expands,  and  Expectation  mute 
Gapes  round  the  silent  circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bounds  with  one  lashing  spring  the  mighty  brute. 
And,  -svildly  staring,  spurns,  -with  sounding  foot, 
The  sand,  nor  bhndly  rushes  on  his  foe : 
Here,  there,  he  points  his  threatening  front,  to  suit 
His  first  attack,  Avide  waving  to  and  fro 
His  angry  tail ;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated  glow. 
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LXXVL 

Sudden  he  stops ;  his  eye  is  fix'd :  away, 
Away,  thou  heedless  boy !  prepare  the  spear : 
Now  is  thy  time,  to  perish,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
With  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coursers  veer ; 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
Streams  from  his  flank  the  crimson  torrent  clear : 
He  flies,  he  wheels,  distracted  with  his  throes ; 
Dart  follows  dart ;  lance,  lance ;  loud  bello^vings  speak  his 
woes. 

LXXVII. 

Again  he  comes ;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail. 
Nor  the  wild  plunging  of  the  tortiu"ed  horse ; 
Though  man  and  man's  avenging  arms  assail, 
Vain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  his  force. 
One  gallant  steed  is  stretch'd  a  mangled  corse ; 
Another,  hideous  sight !  unseam'd  appears. 
His  gory  chest  unveils  life's  panting  source ; 
Though  death-struck,  still  his  feeble  frame  he  rears ; 
Staggering,  but  stemming  all,  his  lord  unharm'd  he  beai-s. 
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LXXVIII. 

Foil'd,  bleeding,  breathless,  furious  to  the  last. 
Full  in  the  centre  stands  the  bull  at  bay, 
Mid  wounds,  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances  brast. 
And  foes  disabled  in  the  brutal  fray : 
And  now  the  Matadores  around  him  play. 
Shake  the  red  cloak,  and  poise  the  ready  brand  : 
Once  more  through  all  he  bursts  his  thundering  way — 
Vain  rage !  the  mantle  quits  the  conynge  hand, 
Wraps  his  fierce  eye — 'tis  past — he  sinks  upon  the  sand ! 

LXXIX. 

Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  vnth  tlie  spine. 
Sheathed  in  his  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 
He  stops — he  starts — disdaining  to  decline : 
Slowly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries. 
Without  a  groan,  without  a  struggle  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears — on  high 
The  corse  is  pUed — sweet  sight  for  vulgar  eyes — 
Four  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy. 
Hurl  the  dark  bulk  along,  scarce  seen  in  dashing  by. 
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LXXX. 

Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  invites 

The  Spanish  maid,  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swain. 

Nurtured  in  blood  betimes,  his  heart  delights 

In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another"'s  pain. 

What  private  feuds  the  troubled  village  stain ! 

Though  now  one  phalanx'd  host  should  meet  the  foe, 

Enough,  alas !  in  humble  homes  remain. 

To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow. 

For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  life's  warm  stream 
must  flow. 

LXXXI. 
But  Jealousy  has  fled :  his  bars,  his  bolts, 
His  wither  d  centinel,  Duenna  sage ! 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts, 
Which  the  stern  dotard  deem'd  he  could  encage, 
Have  pass''d  to  darkness  with  the  vanished  age. 
Who  late  so  free  as  Spanish  girls  were  seen, 
(Ere  War  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage). 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  green, 

"\>niile  on  the  gay  dance  shone  Night's  lover-loving  Queen  ? 
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LXXXII. 

Oh !  many  a  time,  and  oft,  had  Harold  loved. 
Or  dream'd  he  loved,  since  Rapture  is  a  di-eam  ; 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved, 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream ; 
And  lately  had  he  learn'd  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings : 
How  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem. 
Full  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delicious  springs 
Some  bitter  o'er  die  flowers  its  bubbling  venom  flings.  "*^> 

LXXXIIL 

Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wise ; 
Not  that  Philosophy  on  such  a  mind 
E'er  deign'd  to  bend  her  chastely-awful  eyes : 
But  Passion  raves  herself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  Vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb. 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise  : 
Pleasure's  paU'd  victim !  hfe-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  unresting-  doom. 
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LXXXIV. 

Still  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  throng ; 
But  view'd  them  not  with  misanthropic  hate : 
Fain  would  he  now  have  join'^d  the  dance,  the  song ; 
But  Avho  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  liis  fate  ? 
Nought  that  he  saw  his  sadness  could  abate : 
Yet  once  he  struggled  ""gainst  the  demon^'s  sway, 
And  as  in  Beauty's  bower  he  pensive  sate, 
Pour''d  forth  this  unpremeditated  lay, 
To  charms  as  fair  as  those  that  soothed  his  happier  day. 


TO  LNEZ. 

1. 

Nay,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow; 

Alas !  I  cannot  smile  again : 
Yet  heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Shouldst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain. 
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2. 
And  dost  thou  ask,  what  secret  woe 

I  bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth  ? 
And  wilt  thou  vainly  seek  to  know 

A  pang,  ev'n  thou  must  fail  to  soothe  ? 


3. 

It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  hate. 

Nor  low  Ambition's  honours  lost, 

That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state, 
And  fly  from  all  I  prized  the  most : 


4. 
It  is  that  weariness  wjjich  springs 

From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see : 
To  me  no  pleasure  Beauty  brings ; 

Thine  eyes  have  scarce  a  charm  for  me. 

VOL.  I.  J? 
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5. 

It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 
The  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore ; 
,  That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb, 
But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 


6. 

What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee  ? 

To  Zones,  though  more  and  more  remote, 
Still,  still  pursues,  where-e'er  I  be. 

The  blight  of  life — the  demon  Thought. 


7. 
Yet  others  rapt  in  pleasure  seem. 

And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake ; 
Oh  I  may  they  still  of  transport  di'eam, 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  mc,  awake ! 
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8. 

Tlii-ough  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  go, 
With  many  a  retrospection  curst ; 
.   And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 

Whatever  betides,  I've  kno^m  the  worst. 


9. 

What  is  that  worst  ?  Nay  do  not  ask — 

In  pity  from  the  search  forbear : 
Smile  on — nor  venture  to  luimask 

Man's  heart,  and  view  the  Hell  that's  there. 
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LXXXV. 

Adieu,  fair  Cadiz !  yea,  a  long  adieu! 
Who  may  forget  how  well  thy  walls  have  stood  ? 
When  all  were  changing  thou  alone  wert  true, 
First  to  be  free  and  last  to  be  subdued : 
And  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shock  so  rude, 
Some  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  die ; 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud :  *^'> 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  Nobility ; 
None  hugg"'d  a  Conqueror^  chain,  save  fallen  Chivalry ! 

LXXXVI. 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  and  strange  her  fate ! 
They  fight  for  freedom  wlio  were  never  free ; 
A  Kingless  people  for  a  nerveless  state, 
Her  vassals  combat  when  their  chieftains  flee. 
True  to  the  veriest  slaves  of  Treachery  : 
Fond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but  life. 
Pride  points  the  path  that  leads  to  Liberty  ; 
Back  to  the  struggle,  baffled  in  the  strife, 
War,  war  is  still  the  cry,  "  War  even  to  the  knife!"  '^^^ 
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LXXXVII. 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know, 
Go,  read  whatever  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strife : 
Whatever  keen  Vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life : 
From  flashing  scimitar  to  secret  knife, 
War  mouldeth  there  each  weapon  to  his  need — 
So  may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wife, 
So  may  he  make  ea<;h  curst  oppressor  bleed. 
So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorseless  deed ! 

LXXXVIII. 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead  ? 
Look  o'er  the  ravage  of  the  reeking  plain ; 
Look  on  the  hands  with  female  slaughter  red ; 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain, 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain ; 
Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bird's  maw. 
Let  their  bleach'd  bones,  and  blood's  unbleaching  stain, 
Long  mark  the  battle-field  with  hideous  awe  : 
Thus  only  may  our  sons  conceive  the  scenes  we  saw ! 
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LXXXIX. 

Nor  yet,  alas!  the  dreadful  work  is  done; 
Fresh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyrenees : 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun, 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
FalPn  nations  gaze  on  Spain ;  if  freed,  she  frees 
More  than  her  fell  Pizarros  once  enchainM : 
Strange  retribution !  now  Columbia''s  ease 
Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustain''d. 
While  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  Murder  unrestrained. 

XC. 

Not  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed, 
Not  all  the  marvels  of  Barossa's  fight, 
Not  Albuera  lavish  of  the  dead, 
Have  won  for  Spain  her  well  asserted  right. 
AVhen  shall  her  Olive-Branch  be  free  from  blight  ? 
When  shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  toil  ? 
How  many  a  doubtful  day  shall  sink  in  night, 
Ere  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 
And  Frecdonrs  stranger-tree  grow  native  of  the  soil ' 
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XCI. 

And  thou,  my  friend !  *^^' — since  unavailing  woe 
Bursts  from  my  heart,  and  mingles  with  the  strain — 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low, 
Pride  might  forbid  ev'n  Friendship  to  complain  : 
But  thus  unlaurePd  to  descend  in  vain, 
By  all  forgotten,  save  the  lonely  breast. 
And  mix  unbleeding  \rith  the  boasted  slain. 
While  Glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest ! 
What  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peacefully  to  rest  ? 

XCII. 

Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteemed  the  most ! 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear ! 
Though  to  my  hopeless  days  for  ever  lost, 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here ! 
And  Mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Of  Consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes. 
And  Fancy  hover  o'er  thy  bloodless  bier. 
Till  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose, 
And  mourn"'d  and  mourner  he  united  in  repose. 
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XCIII. 

Here  is  one  fytte  of  HaroWs  pilgrimage : 
Ye  who  of  him  may  further  seek  to  know, 
Shall  find  some  tidings  in  a  future  page, 
If  he  that  rhymeth  now  may  scribble  moe. 
Is  this  too  much  ?  stern  Critic !  say  not  so : 
Patience !  and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lands,  Avhere  he  was  doom"'d  to  go : 
Lands  that  contain  the  monuments  of  Eld, 
Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  were 
queird. 
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CANTO  II. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

Come,  blue-eyed  maid  of  heaven ! — but  thou,  alas ! 
Didst  never  yet  one  mortal  song  inspiie — 
Goddess  of  Wisdom !  here  thy  temple  was, 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire,  <^> 
And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expii'e  : 
But  worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow, 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polisli'd  breasts 
bestow. '-» 
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II. 

Ancient  of  days !  august  Athena !  where, 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  in  soul  ? 
Gone — ghmmering  through  the  dream  of  things  that  were : 
First  in  the  race  that  led  to  Glory's  goal, 
They  won,  and  passed  away — is  this  the  whole  ? 
A  schoolboy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour ! 
The  warrior's  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering  tower. 
Dim  with  the  mist  of  years,  gray  flits  the  shade  of  power. 

III. 
Son  of  the  morning,  rise !  approach  you  here ! 
Come — ^lout  molest  not  yon  defenceless  urn  : 
Look  on  this  spot — a  nation's  sepulchre ! 
Abode  of  gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  burn. 
Even  gods  must  yield — rehgions  take  their  turn : 
'Twas  Jove's — ^'tis  Mahomet's — and  other  creeds 
Will  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  learn 
^'ainly  his  incense  soars,  liis  victim  bleeds ; 
l*()()r  child  of  Doubt  and  Death,  whose  hope  is  built  on 
reeds. 


CAXTO  II.  PILGRIMAGK.  77 

IV. 

Bound  to  the  earth,  he  lifts  his  eye  to  heaven — 
Is't  not  enough,  unhappy  thing!  to  know 
Thou  art .''  Is  this  a  boon  so  kindly  given, 
That  being,  thou  wouldst  be  again,  and  go, 
Thou  know'st  not,  reck'st  not  to  what  region,  so 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  ? 
Still  wilt  thou  dream  on  future  joy  and  woe  ? 
Regard  and  weigh  yon  dust  before  it  flies : 
That  httle  urn  saith  more  than  thousand  homilies. 

V. 

Or  burst  the  vanished  Hero's  lofty  mound ; 
Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps :  '^' 
He  fell,  and  falhng  nations  mourn'd  around ; 
But  now  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  weeps, 
Nor  warhke- worshipper  his  "vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-gods  appear"'d,  as  records  tell. 
Remove  yon  skull  from  out  the  scattered  heaps : 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell  .'* 
Why  ev'n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shattered  cell ! 
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VI. 

Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruin*'d  wall, 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  Thought,  the  palace  of  the  Soul : 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hole, 
The  gay  recess  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit 
And  Passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  control : 
Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit  ? 

VII. 

Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son ! 
"  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known." 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  shun  ? 
Each  has  his  pang,  but  feeble  sufferers  groan 
With  brain-born  dreams  of  evil  aU  their  own. 
Pursue  what  Chance  or  Fate  proclaimeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron  : 
There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated  guest, 
But  Silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever  welcome  rest. 
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VIII. 

Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  shore, 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
HoAv  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labours  light ! 
To  hear  each  voice  we  feard  to  hear  no  more ! 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight, 
The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  taught  the  right ! 

IX. 

There,  thou ! — whose  love  and  life  together  fled, 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  in  vain — 
Twined  A\dth  my  heart,  and  can  I  deem  thee  dead, 
When  busy  Memory  flashes  on  my  brain  .'* 
Well — I  will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again. 
And  woo  the  vision  to  my  vacant  breast : 
If  aught  of  young  Remembrance  then  remain, 
Be  as  it  may  Futurity's  behest. 
For  me  "'twere  bliss  enough  to  know  thy  spirit  blest ! 
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X. 

Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone, 
The  marble  column's  yet  unshaken  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Saturn !  was  thy  favorite  throne :  <*' 
Mightiest  of  many  such  !  Hence  let  me  trace 
The  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling-place. 
It  may  not  be :  nor  ev^n  can  Fancy's  eye 
Restore  what  Time  hath  laboured  to  deface. 
Yet  these  proud  pillars  claim  no  passing  sigh  ; 
Unmoved  the  Moslem  sits,  the  light  Greek  carols  by. 

XI. 

But  who,  of  all  the  plunderers  of  yon  fane 
On  high,  where  Pallas  lingered,  loth  to  flee 
The  latest  relic  of  her  ancient  reign  ; 
The  last,  the  worst,  duU  spoiler,  who  was  he  ? 

r 

Blush,  Caledonia!  such  thy  son  could  be! 
England !  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine : 
Thy  free-born  men  should  spare  what  once  was  free ; 
Yet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine. 
And  bear  these  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine.  <^* 
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XIL 

But  most  the  modern  Picfs  ignoble  boast, 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  Time  hath  spared :  *"' 
Cold  as  the  crags  upon  his  native  coast, 
His  mind  as  barren  and  his  heart  as  hard, 
Is  he  whose  head  conceived,  whose  hand  prepared, 
Aught  to  displace  Athena's  poor  remains : 
Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacred  shrine  to  guard. 
Yet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mother's  pains, '"' 
And  never  knew,  tUl  tlien,  the  weight  of  Despot's  chains. 

XIII. 

What !  shall  it  e'er  be  said  by  British  tongue, 
Albion  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears  ? 
Though  in  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  wi'ung. 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  blushing  Europe's  ears ; 
The  ocean  queen,  the  free  Britannia,  bears 
The  last  poor  plunder  from  a  bleeding  land : 
Yes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  endears, 
Tore  down  those  remnants  ^^'ith  a  harpy's  hand, 
Which  envious  Eld  forbore,  and  tyrants  left  to  stand. 
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XIV. 

Where  was  thine  Mgis,  Pallas !  that  appalPd 
Stern  Alaric  and  Havoc  on  their  way  ?  *"> 
Where  Peleus'  son  ?  whom  Hell  in  vain  enthralFd, 
His  shade  from  Hades  upon  tliat  dread  day 
Bursting  to  light  in  terrible  array  ! 
What !  could  not  Pluto  spare  the  chief  once  more, 
To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  prey  ? 
Idly  he  wander''d  on  the  Stygian  shore, 
Nor  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  before. 

XV. 

Cold  is  the  heart,  fair  Greece !  that  looks  on  thee, 
Nor  feels  as  lovers  ©""er  the  dust  they  loved ; 
Dull  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
Thy  walls  defaced,  thy  mouldering  shrines  removed 
By  British  hands,  which  it  had  best  behoved 
To  guard  those  relics  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Curst  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved. 
And  once  again  thy  hapless  bosom  gored. 
And   snatch'd  thy  shrinking  Gods   to   northern   climes 
abhorr''d ! 


CANTO  II.  PILGRIMAGE.  S3 

XVI. 

But  where  is  Harold  ?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave  ? 
Little  reck'd  he  of  all  that  men  reo-ret ; 
No  loved-one  now  in  feign'd  lament  could  rave ; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave. 
Ere  the  cold  stranger  pass'd  to  other  climes : 
Hai-d  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enslave ; 
But  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times, 
And  left  without  a  sigh  tlie  land  of  war  and  crimes, 

XVII. 

He  that  has  sail'd  upon  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  view'd  at  times,  I  w^een,  a  full  fair  sight ; 
When  the  fresh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be, 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow. 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flight, 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravely  now. 
So  gaily  curl  the  wave>s  before  each  dashing  proAv. 
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XVIII. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within ! 
The  well-reeved  guns,  the  netted. canopy, '"' 
The  hoarse  command,  the  busy  humming  din. 
When,  at  a  word,  the  tops  are  manned  on  high : 
Hark  to  the  Boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry ! 
While  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle  gUdes; 
Or  schoolboy  Midshipman  diat,  standing  by. 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides, 
And  well  the  docile  crew  tliat  skilful  urchin  guides. 

XIX. 

White  is  the  glassy  deck,  without  a  stain. 
Where  on  the  watch  the  staid  Lieutenant  walks : 
Look  on  that  part  which  sacred  doth  remain 
For  the  lone  chieftain,  anIio  majestic  stalks. 
Silent  and  fear'd  by  all — not  oft  he  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  he  would  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  ever  balks 
Conquest  and  Fame :  but  Britons  rarely  swerve 
From  law,  however  stern,  which  tends  their  strength  to 
nerve. 
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XX. 

Blow !  sA\iftly  blow,  thou  keel-compelling  gale ! 
Till  the  broad  sun  withdraws  his  lessening  ray ; 
Then  must  the  pennant-bearer  slacken  sail, 
That  lagging  barks  may  make  their  lazy  way. 
Ah !  grievance  sore,  and  listless  dull  delay, 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulks  the  sweetest  breeze ! 
What  leagues  are  lost  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  wilhng  seas. 
The  flapping  sail  hauPd  down  to  halt  for  logs  like  these ! 

XXI. 

The  moon  is  up ;  by  Heaven  a  lovely  eve ! 
Long  streams  of  light  o'er  dancing  waves  expand ; 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  believe : 
Such  be  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land ! 
Meantime  some  rude  Ai'ion''s  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  love ; 
A  circle  there  of  merry  listeners  stand, 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  featly  move, 
Thoughtless,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were  free  to  rove. 
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XXII. 

Through  Calpe's  straits  survey  the  steepy  shore ; 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  other  gaze ! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  Maid  and  dusky  INIoor 
Ahke  belield  beneath  pale  Hecate's  blaze : 
How  softly  on  the  Spanish  shore  she  plays, 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slope,  and  forest  browai, 
Distinct,  though  darkening  with  her  waning  phase ; 
But  Mauritania's  giant-shadows  frown, 
From  mountain-cliff  to  coast  descending  sombre  down. 

XXIII. 

"Tis  night,  when  Meditation  bids  us  feel 
We  once  have  loved,  though  love  is  at  an  end : 
The  heart,  lone  mourner  of  its  baffled  zeal. 
Though  friendless  now^  will  dream  it  had  a  friend. 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  wish  to  bend, 
When  Youth  itself  survives  young  Love  and  Joy  ? 
Alas !  when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend, 
Death  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy ! 
Ah !  happy  years !  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  ? 
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XXIV. 

Thus  bending  o'er  the  vessel's  laving  side, 
To  gaze  on  Dian's  wave-reflected  sphere, 
The  soul  forgets  her  schemes  of  Hope  and  Pride, 
And  flies  unconscious  o'er  each  backward  year. 
None  are  so  desolate  but  something  dear, 
Dearer  than  self,  possesses  or  possessed 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 
A  flashing  pang !  of  which  the  weary  breast 
Would  still,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavy  heart  divest. 

XXV. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene, 
"^AHiere  things  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er  or  rarely  been ; 
To  chmb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 
AVith  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  sohtude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view  her  stoi-es 
unroll'd. 
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XXVI. 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  liuin,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess, 
And  roam  along,  the  worWs  tired  denizen, 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless ; 
Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress  ! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued, 
If  we  Were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flatterVl,  followM,  sought,  and  sued ; 
This  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  this  is  solitude  ! 

XXVII. 
More  blest  the  life  of  godly  eremite, 
Such  as  on  lonely  Athos  may  be  seen, 
Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giant  height. 
Which  l(X)ks  o'er  waves  so  blue,  skies  so  serene, 
'¥hat  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  hath  been 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallow'd  spot ; 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  'witching  scene, 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  that  such  had  been  his  lot, 
Then  turn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  almost  forgot. 
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XXVIII. 
Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a  trace  behind  ; 
Pass  we  the  calm,  the  gale,  the  change,  the  tack, 
And  each  well  known  caprice  of  wave  and  wind  ; 
Pass  we  the  joys  and  sorrows  sailors  find, 
Coop''d  in  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  the  fair,  the  contrary,  the  kind, 
As  breezes  rise  and  fall  and  billows  swell, 
Till  on  some  jocund  morn — lo,  land !  and  all  is  well. 

XXIX, 

But  not  in  silence  pass  Calypso's  isles,  ''*^^ 
The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weary  still  a  haven  smiles, 
Though  the  fair  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  weep, 
And  o'er  her  cliffs  a  fruitless  watch  to  keep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essay 'd  the  dreadful  leap 
Stern  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tide ; 
While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nymph-queen  doubly  sigh'd. 
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XXX. 

Her  reign  is  past,  her  gentle  glories  gone : 
But  trust  not  this ;  too  easy  youth,  beware ! 
A  mortal  sovereign  holds  her  dangerous  throne. 
And  thou  may'st  find  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence !  could  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  be  thine : 
But  checked  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  ofFeiing  at  thy  shrine, 
Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  mine. 

XXXI. 

Thus  Harold  deem'd,  as  on  that  lady"'s  eye 
He  look"'d,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  thought. 
Save  Admiration  glancing  harmless  by : 
Love  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  far  remote, 
Who  knew  his  votary  often  lost  and  caught, 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more. 
And  ne'er  again  the  boy  his  bosom  sought : 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore, 
Well  deem'd  the  little  God  his  ancient  sway  was  o'er. 
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XXXII. 

Fair  Florence  found,  in  sooth  v,  ith  some  amaze, 
One  who,  "'twas  said,  still  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw. 
Withstand,  unmoved,  the  lustre  of  her  gaze. 
Which  others  hail'd  with  real  or  mimic  awe. 
Then-  hope,  their  doom,  their  punishment,  their  law ; 
All  that  gay  Beauty  from  her  bondsmen  claims : 
And  much  she  marvelled  that  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  feign"'d  at  least,  the  oft-told  flames, 
Which,  though  sometimes  they  frown,  yet  rarely  anger 
dames. 

XXXIII. 

Little  knew  she  that  seeming  marble  heartj 
Now  masked  in  sUence  or  withheld  by  pride, 
Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spoUers  art. 
And  spread  its  snares  hcentious  far  and  wide ; 
Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  had  turned  aside^ 
As  long  as  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue : 
But  Harold  on  such  arts  no  more  relied ; 
And  had  he  doted  on  those  eyes  so  blue. 
Yet  never  would  he  join  the  lovers  whining  crew. 
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XXXIV. 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  wonian"'s  breast, 
Wlio  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  for  hearts  when  once  possessed  ? 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idoPs  eyes ; 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  tropes : 
Disguise  ev"'n  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
Brisk  Confidence  still  best  with  woman  copes ; 
Pique  her  and  soothe  in  turn,  soon  Passion  crowns  thy 
hopes. 

XXXV. 

'Tis  an  old  lesson ;  Time  approves  it  true, 
And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 
When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo, 
The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 
Youth  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honoiu-  lost. 
These  are  thy  fruits,  successful  Passion !  these ! 
If,  kindly  cruel,  early  Hope  is  crost, 
Still  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disease, 
Not  to  be  cured  when  Love  itself  forgets  to  please. 
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XXXVI. 

Away  !  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song, 
For  we  have  many  a  mountain-path  to  tread, 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along. 
By  pensive  Sadness,  not  by  Fiction,  led — 
Climes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
Imagined  in  its  little  schemes  of  thought ; 
Or  e"'er  in  new  Utopias  were  ared, 
To  teach  man  what  he  might  be,  or  he  ought ; 
If  that  corrupted  thing  could  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXVII. 

Dear  Nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  alway  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild ; 
From  her  bare  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill, 
Her  never-wean^d,  though  not  her  favoured  child. 
Oh !  she  is  fairest  in  her  features  wild. 
Where  nothing  poUsh"'d  dares  pollute  her  path : 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 
Though  I  have  mai-k'd  her  when  none  other  hath. 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  best  in 
wrath. 
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XXXVIII. 

Land  of  Albania !  where  Iskander  rose, 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise, 
And  he  his  namesake,  whose  oft-baffled  foes 
Shrunk  from  his  deeds  of  chivalrous  emprize : 
Land  of  Albania!  *^'*  let  me  bend  mine  eyes 
On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men ! 
The  cross  descends,  thy  minarets  arise. 
And  the  pale  crescent  sparkles  m  the  glen, 
Through  many  a  cypress  grove  within  each  city"'s  ken. 

XXXIX. 

Childe  Harold  saiPd,  and  pass'd  the  barren  spot,  *'2* 
Where  sad  Penelope  o''erlook'd  the  wave ; 
And  onward  view'd  the  mount,  not  yet  forgot, 
Tlie  lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 
Dark  Sa})})lio !  could  not  verse  immortal  save 
Tluit  breast  imbued  with  such  innnortal  fire  ? 
Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave  ? 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre. 
That  only  Heaven  to  >\  Inch  Earth's  children  may  aspire. 
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XL. 

'Twas  on  a  Grecian  autimin''s  gentle  eve 
Childe  Harold  hail'd  Leucadia's  cape  afar ; 
A  spot  he  long'd  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave : 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanished  war, 
Actium,  Lepanto,  fatal  Trafalgar ;  *^^' 
Mark  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  not  delisrht 
(Born  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight, 
But  loathed  the  bravo's  trade,  and  laugh'd  at  martial 
wight. 

XLI. 

But  when  he  saw  the  evening  star  above 
Leucadia^s  far-projecting  rock  of  woe, 
And  haird  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love,  *^^' 
He  felt,  or  deem'd  he  felt,  no  common  glow : 
And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount. 
He  watch'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow, 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  was  wont, 
More  placid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  his  pallid  front. 
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XLII. 

Morn  dawns ;  and  with  it  stern  Albania's  hills, 
Dark  SuHs'  rocks,  and  Pindus"  inland  peak. 
Robed  half  in  mist,  bedew'd  with  snowy  rills, 
Array \1  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak. 
Arise ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break. 
Disclose  the  dwelhng  of  the  mountaineer : 
Here  roams  the  wolf,  the  eagle  whets  his  beak. 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear, 
And  gathering  storms  around  convulse  the  closing  year, 

XLIII. 

Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone, 
And  bade  to  Christian  tongues  a  long  adieu ; 
Now  he  adventured  on  a  shore  unknown, 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  view : 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were  few ; 
Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet : 
The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sweet, 
Beat  back  keen  winter's  blast,  and  welcomed  summer's 
heat. 


CAXTO  ir.  PILGRIMAGE.  97 

XLIV. 

Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  is  here, 
Though  sadly  scoflTd  at  by  the  circumcised. 
Forgets  that  pride  to  pampered  priesthood  dear ; 
Churchman  and  votary  ahke  despised. 
Foul  Superstition !  howsoe''er  disguised, 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross, 
For  whatsoever  symbol  thou  art  prized. 
Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  but  general  loss ! 
Who  from  true  worship's  gold  can  separate  thy  dross  ? 

XLV. 

Ambracia"'s  gulf  behold,  where  once  was  lost 
A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmless  thing ! 
In  yonder  rippHng  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Roman  chief  and  Asian  king  *'^' 
To  doubtful  conflict,  certain  slaughter  bring  : 
Look  where  the  second  Caesar's  trophies  rose!  *'^' 
Now,  hke  the  hands  that  rear  d  them,  withering : 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubling  human  woes ! 
God  !  was  thy  globe  ordain'd  for  such  to  win  and  lose  ? 

VOL.  I.  H 


98  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  CAKTO  II. 

XLVI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  that  rugged  clime, 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  of  Illyria's  vales, 
Childe  Harold  pass'd  o'er  many  a  mount  sublime, 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  tales ; 
Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen  ;  nor  can  fair  Tempe  boast 
A  charm  they  know  not ;  loved  Parnassus  fails, 
Though  classic  ground  and  consecrated  most, 
To  match  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this  lowering  coast. 

XLVII. 

He  pass'd  bleak  Pindus,  Acherusia's  lake,  '^^' 
And  left  the  primal  city  of  the  land, 
And  onwards  did  his  further  journey  take 
To  greet  Albania's  chief,  *^'"  whose  dread  command 
Is  lawless  law ;  for  with  a  bloody  hand 
He  sways  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold : 
Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain-band 
Disdain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold.  ^^'^^ 
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XLVIII. 

Monastic  Zitza !  *-"'  from  thy  shady  brow, 
Thou  small,  but  favour**!!  spot  of  holy  ground ! 
Where'er  we  gaze,  around,  above,  below, 
What  rainbow  tints,  what  magic  charms  are  found ! 
Rock,  river,  forest,  mountain,  all  abound. 
And  bluest  skies  that  harmonize  the  whole : 
Beneath,  the  distant  torrent"'s  rushing  sound 
Tells  where  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roll 
Between  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please  the 
soul, 

XLIX. 

Amidst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill. 
Which,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
Rising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still. 
Might  well  itself  be  deem'd  of  dignity. 
The  convent''s  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high  : 
Here  dwells  the  caloyer,  *^^'  nor  rude  is  he. 
Nor  niggard  of  his  cheer ;  the  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still ;  nor  heedless  will  he  flee 
From  hence,  if  he  delight  kind  Nature's  slieen  to  see. 
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L. 

Here  in  the  sultriest  season  let  him  rest, 
Fresh  is  tlie  green  beneatli  those  aged  trees ; 
Here  winds  of  gentlest  wing  will  fan  his  breast, 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeze : 
The  plain  is  far  beneath — oh !  let  him  seize 
Pure  pleasure  while  he  can  ;  the  scorching  ray 
Here  pierceth  not,  impregnate  with  disease : 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay. 
And  gaze,  untired,  the  morn,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 

LL 

Dusky  and  huge,  enlarging  on  the  sight, 
Nature^s  volcanic  amphitheatre,  '-^* 
Chimaera's  alps  extend  from  left  to  right : 
Beneath,  a  living  valley  seems  to  stir; 
Flocks  play,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  mountain-fir 
Nodding  above :  behold  black  Acheron !  *^^' 
Once  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Pluto !  if  this  be  hell  I  look  upon, 
Close  shamed  Elysium's  gates,  my  shade  shall  seek  for 
none ! 
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LII. 

Ne  city's  towers  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 
Unseen  is  Yanina,  though  not  remote, 
Veiled  by  the  screen  of  hills :  here  men  are  few, 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot ; 
But,  peering  down  each  precipice,  the  goat 
Browseth ;  and,  pensive  o'er  his  scattered  flock. 
The  little  shepherd  in  his  wliite  capote  '-^' 
Doth  lean  his  boyish  form  along  the  rock, 
Or  in  his  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short-lived  shock. 

LIII. 

Oh !  where,  Dodona !  is  thine  aged  grove. 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine .'' 
What  valley  echo'd  the  response  of  Jove  ? 
What  trace  remaineth  of  the  thunderer's  shrine  ? 
All,  all  forgotten — and  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting;  Hfe  are  broke  ? 
Cease,  fool !  the  fate  of  gods  may  well  be  thine : 
Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  ? 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  beneath  the 
stroke ! 
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LIV- 

Epirus''  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  fail ; 
Tired  of  upgazing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Reposes  gladly  on  as  smooth  a  vale 
As  ever  Spring  yclad  in  grassy  dye : 
Ev^i  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long  expanse, 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  high. 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dance, 
Or  \vith  the  moonbeam  sleep  in  midnight's  solemn  trance. 

LV. 

The  Sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit,  '-^> 
And  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by ;  '^''' 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  were  gathering  yet, 
When,  dowTi  the  steep  banks  winding  warily, 
Childe  Harold  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky, 
The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalen, 
Whose  walls  overlook  the  stream ;  and  drawing  nigh, 
He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior-men 
Swelling  the  breeze  that  sigh'd  along  the  lengthening  glen. 
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LVI. 
He  passed  the  sacred  Haram's  silent  tower, 
And  underneath  the  wide  o'erarching  gate 
Surveyed  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power. 
Where  all  around  proclaimed  his  high  estate. 
Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  despot  sate, 
While  busy  preparation  shook  the  court. 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests,  and  santons  wait ; 
Within,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort : 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort. 

LVII. 

Richly  caparison'd,  a  ready  row 
Of  armed  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store. 
Circled  the  wide  extending  court  below  : 
Above,  strange  groups  adorn''d  the  corridore ; 
And  oft-times  through  the  area's  echoing  door 
Some  high-capp'd  Tartar  spurred  his  steed  away : 
The  Turk,  the  Greek,  the  Albanian,  and  the  Moor, 
Here  mingled  in  their  many-hued  array. 
While  the  deep  war-drum"'s  sound  announced  the  close  of 
day. 
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LVIII. 

The  wild  Albanian  kirtled  to  his  knee, 
With  shawl-girt  head  and  ornamented  gun, 
And  gold-embroider'd  garments,  fair  to  see  ; 
The  crimson-scarfed  men  of  Macedon ; 
The  Delhi  with  his  cap  of  terror  on, 
And  crooked  glaive ;  the  lively,  supple  Greek ; 
And  swarthy  Nubia's  mutilated  son  ; 
The  bearded  Turk  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak. 
Master  of  all  around,  too  potent  to  be  meek, 

LIX. 

Are  mix'd  conspicuous :  some  recline  in  groups, 
Scanning  the  motley  scene  that  varies  round ; 
There  some  grave  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops, 
And  some  that  smoke,  and  some  that  play,  are  found ; 
Here  the  Albanian  proudly  treads  the  ground ; 
Half  whispering  there  the  Greek  is  heard  to  prate ; 
Hark !  from  the  mosque  the  nightly  solemn  sound. 
The  Muezzin's  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
"  There  is  no  god  but  God! — to  prayer — lo  !  God  is 
great  f 
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LX. 

Just  at  this  season  Ramazam''s  fast 
Through  the  long  day  its  penance  did  maintain : 
But  when  the  hngering  twihght  hour  was  past, 
Revel  and  feast  assumed  the  rule  again : 
Now  all  was  bustle,  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within ; 
The  vacant  gallery  now  seem'd  made  in  vain, 
But  from  the  chambers  came  the  mingling  din, 
As  page  and  slave  anon  were  passing  out  and  in. 

LXI. 
Here  woman''s  voice  is  never  heard :  apart, 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veiled,  to  move, 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart, 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  rove : 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  master''s  love. 
And  joyful  in  a  mother''s  gentlest  cares. 
Blest  cares !  aU  other  feehngs  far  above ! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bears, 
Who  never  quits  the  breast,  no  meaner  passion  shares. 
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LXII. 

In  marble-paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose, 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  fling, 
And  soft  voluptuous  couches  breathed  repose, 
Ali  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes ; 
Yet  in  his  lineaments  ye  cannot  trace. 
While  Gentleness  her  milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face. 
The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  with  disgrace.- 

LXIII. 

It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  lengthening  beard 
111  suits  the  passions  which  belong  to  youth ; 
Love  conquers  age — so  Hafiz  hath  averr'd. 
So  sings  the  Teian,  and  he  sings  in  sooth — 
But  crimes  that  scorn  the  tender  voice  of  Ruth, 
Beseeming  all  men  ill,  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  mark'd  him  with  a  tiger's  tooth ; 
Blood  follows  blood,  and,  through  their  mortal  span, 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  witli  blood  besan. 
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LXIV. 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  ear  and.  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet, 
And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxury, 
Till  quickly  wearied  vrith  that  spacious  seat 
Of  Wealth  and  Wantonness,  the  choice  retreat 
Of  sated  Grandeur  from  the  city's  noise : 
And  were  it  humbler  it  in  sooth  were  sweet ; 
But  Peace  abhorreth  artificial  joys, 

And  Pleasure,  leagued  vnth  Pomp,   the  zest  of  both 
destroys. 

LXV. 
Fierce  are  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lack 
Not  virtues,  were  those  vu'tues  more  mature. 
Where  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back  ? 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  ? 
Their  native  fastnesses  not  more  secure 
Than  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous  need : 
Their  wrath  how  deadly !  but  their  friendship  sure, 
AVhen  Gratitude  or  Valour  bids  them  bleed. 

Unshaken  rushing  on  where'er  their  chief  may  lead. 


108  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  CAXTO  II. 

LXVI. 

Childe  HarolcJ  saw  them  in  their  chieftain'^s  tower 
Thronging  to  war  in  splendour  and  success ; 
And  after  view'd  them,  when,  within  their  power, 
Himself  awhUe  the  victim  of  distress ; 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hother  press : 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  roof, 
When  less  barbarians  would  have  cheered  him  less, 
And  fellow-countrymen  have  stood  aloof — *^* 
In  aught  that  tries  the  heart  how  few  Avithstand  the  proof ! 

LXVI  I. 
It  chanced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove  his  bark 
Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli's  shaggy  shore. 
When  all  around  was  desolate  and  dark ; 
To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more ; 
Yet  for  awhile  the  mariners  forbore. 
Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might  lurk : 
At  length  they  ventured  forth,  though  doubting  sore 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and  Turk 
Might  once  again  renew  their  ancient  butcher-work. 
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LXVIII. 

Vain  fear !  the  Suliotes  stretched  the  welcome  hand, 
Led  them  ©""er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous  swamp, 
Kinder  than  pohsh'd  slaves  though  not  so  bland, 
And  pUed  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garments  damp, 
And  fill'd  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheerful  lamp. 
And  spread  their  fare ;  though  homely,  all  they  had : 
Such  conduct  bears  Philanthropy's  rare  stamp — 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  sad. 
Doth  lesson  happier  men,  and  shames  at  least  the  bad. 

LXIX. 

It  came  to  pass,  that  when  he  did  address 
Himself  to  quit  at  length  this  mountain-land. 
Combined  marauders  half-way  barr  d  egress. 
And  wasted  far  and  near  with  glaive  and  brand ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  traverse  Acarnania's  forest  wide. 
In  war  well  seasoned,  and  with  labours  tann'd. 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Achelous'  tide. 
And  from  his  further  bank  ^tolia's  wolds  espied. 
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LXX. 

Where  lone  Utraikey  forms  its  circling  cove, 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest, 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  hill's  grove, 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  the  calm  bay's  breast. 
As  winds  come  lightly  whispering  from  the  west, 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene : — 
Here  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest ; 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gentle  scene, 
For  many  a  joy  could  he  from  Night's  soft  presence  glean. 

LXXI. 

On  the  smooth  shore  the  night-fires  brightly  blazed, 
The  feast  was  done,  the  red  Avine  circling  fast,  *-^' 
And  he  that  unawares  had  there  ygazed 
With  gaping  wonderment  had  stared  aghast ; 
For  ere  night's  midmost,  stillest  hour  was  past. 
The  native  revels  of  the  troop  began ; 
Each  Palikar  '^•''  his  sabre  from  him  cast. 
And  bounding  hand  in  hand,  man  link'd  to  man, 
Yelling  their  uncouth  dirge,  long  daunced  the  kirtled  clan. 
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LXXII. 

Childe  Harold  at  a  little  distance  stood 
And  view'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  revelrie, 
Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  however  rude : 
In  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee ; 
And,  as  the  flames  along,  their  faces  gleam'd. 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  flashing  free, 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles  streamed, 
While  thus  in  concert  they  this  lay  half  sang,  half 
screamed :  '""" 


1. 

'''^'  Tambourgi!  Tambourgi!*  thy  'lai-um  afar 
Gives  hope  to  the  valiant,  and  promise  of  war ; 
All  the  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
Chimariot,  Illyrian,  and  dark  Suliote! 

•  Drummer. 
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Oh !  who  is  more  brave  than  a  dark  Suhote, 

In  his  snowy  caniese  and  his  shaggy  capote  ? 

To  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock, 

And  descends  to  the  plain  hke  the  stream  from  the  rock. 


3. 

Shall  the  sons  of  Chimari,  who  never  forgive 
The  fault  of  a  friend,  bid  an  enemy  live  ? 
Let  those  guns  so  unerring  such  vengeance  forego  ? 
What  mark  is  so  fair  as  the  breast  of  a  foe  ? 


4. 
Macedonia  sends  forth  her  invincible  race ; 
For  a  time  they  abandon  the  cave  and  the  chase : 
But  those  scarfs  of  blood-red  shall  be  redder,  before 
The  sabre  is  sheathed  and  the  battle  is  o'er. 
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5. 

Then  the  pirates  of  Parga  that  dwell  by  the  ^va^'es, 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slaves. 
Shall  leave  on  the  beacli  the  long  galley  and  oar, 
And  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 


6. 

I  ask  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply, 
My  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy ; 
Shall  win  the  young  bride  witli  her  long  flowing  hair, 
And  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  shall  tear. 


7. 
I  love  the  fair  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth, 
Her  caresses  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  sooth ; 
Let  her  bring  from  the  chamber  her  many- toned  lyre, 
And  sing  us  a  song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 

VOL.   I.  I 


114-  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  CANTO  II. 

8. 
Remember  the  moment  when  Previsa  fell,  <^^> 
The  shrieks  of  the  conqiier*'d,  the  conquerors'  yell ; 
The  roofs  that  we  fired,  and  the  plunder  we  shared, 
The  wealthy  we  slaughtered,  the  lovely  Ave  spared. 

9. 

I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear ; 
He  neither  must  know  Avho  would  serve  the  Vizier  : 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  saw 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

10. 
Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped. 
Let  the  yellow-hair'd*  Giaours  f  view  his  horse-tail  j  with 

dread ; 
When  his  Delhis  §  come  dashing  in  blood  o'er  the  banks. 
How  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite  ranks  ! 


*  Yellow  is  the  epithet  given  to  the  Russians.  -f-  Infidel. 

J  Horse-tails  are  tlie  insignia  of  a  Pacha. 
§  Horsemen,  answering  to  our  forlorn  liope. 


c  AXTO  11.  PILGIlIxMAGE.  115 

11. 

Selictar !  ^'  unsheath  then  our  chief's  scimitar : 
Tambourgi !  thy  larum  gives  promise  of  war. 
Ye  mountains,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  sliore, 
Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more ! 


LXXIII. 

Fair  Greece !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth !  '•'^' 
Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen,  gi'eat ! 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scattered  children  forth. 
And  long  accustom'd  bondage  uncreate  ? 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whilome  did  await, 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  wiUing  doom. 
In  bleak  Thermopylae's  sepulchral  strait — 
Oh !  who  that  gallant  spirit  shall  resume, 
Leap  from  Eurotas'  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the  tomb  ? 

*  Sword-bearer. 
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LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Phyle's  brow  '^^> 
Thou  saf  st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  disinal  hour  which  now 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plain  ? 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chain, 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain, 
Trembhng  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turkish  hand, 
From  birth  till  death  enslaved ;  in  word,  in  deed  unmanned . 

LXXV. 

In  all  save  form  alone,  how  changed !  and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  stiU  sparkling  in  each  eye, 
Wlio  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  burnVl  anew 
With  thy  unquenched  beam,  lost  Liberty ! 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  is  nigh 
That  gives  them  back  their  fathers'  heritage : 
For  foreign  arms  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh, 
Nor  solely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage, 
Or  tear  their  name  defiled  from  Slavery's  moiu'iiful  page. 
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LXXVI. 

Hereditary  bondsmen !  know  ye  not 
Who  would  be  free  themselves  must  strike  the  blow  ? 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be  wrought  ? 
Will  Gaul  or  Musco\ite  redress  ye  ?  no ! 
True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  despoUers  low, 
But  not  for  you  will  Freedom''s  altars  flame. 
Shades  of  the  Helots !  triumph  o'er  your  foe ! 
Greece !  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  stiU  the  same ; 
Thy  glorious  day  is  oVr,  but  not  thine  years  of  shame. 

LXXVII. 

The  city  won  for  Allah  from  the  Giaour, 
Tlie  Giaour  from  Othman's  race  again  may  wrest ; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tower 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest ;  '^^' 
Or  Wahab''s  rebel  brood  wlio  dared  thvest 
The  '•■''^'  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil. 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  along  the  West ; 
But  ne'er  wUl  freedom  seek  this  fated  soil, 
But  slave  succeed  to  slave  through  years  of  endless  toil. 
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LXXVIII. 

Yet  mark  their  niii'th — ere  lenten  days  begin, 
That  penance  which  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  shrive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  sin, 
By  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer ; 
But  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  Repentance  wear, 
Some  days  of  joyaunce  are  decreed  to  all, 
To  take  of  pleasaunce  each  his  secret  share. 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking  baU, 
And  join  the  mimic  train  of  merry  Carnival. 

LXXIX. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than  thine,  . 
Oh  Stamboul !  once  the  em.press  of  their  reign  ? 
Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine. 
And  Greece  her  very  altars  eyes  in  vain : 
(Alas !  her  woes  ^\^ll  still  pervade  my  strain !) 
Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng. 
All  felt  the  common  joy  they  now  m.ust  feign, 
Nor  oft  I\e  seen  such  sight,  nor  heard  such  song, 
As  woo'd  the  eye,  and  thrill'd  the  Bosphorus  along. 
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LXXX. 

Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  of  the  shore, 
Oft  Music  changed,  but  never  ceased  her  tone. 
And  timely  echo'd  back  the  measured  oar. 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan : 
The  Queen  of  tides  on  high  consenting  shone. 
And  when  a  transient  breeze  swept  o'er  the  wave, 
'Twas,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  throne, 
A  brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gave, 
Till  sparlding  billows  seem'd  to  light  the  banks  they  lave. 

LXXXI. 

Glanced  many  a  light  caique  along  the  foam, 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the  land, 
Ne  thought  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home, 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Exchanged  the  look  few  bosoms  may  withstand, 
Or  gently  prest,  returned  the  pressure  still : 
Oh  Love !  young  Love !  bound  in  thy  rosy  band. 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  as  he  will, 
These  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  Life's  years  of  ill ! 
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LXXXII. 

But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade, 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  witli  secret  pain, 
Even  through  the  closest  searment  half  betrayed  ? 
To  such  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  they  mourn  in  vain ; 
To  svich  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stern  disdain : 
How  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  loud. 
And  long  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for  the  shroud ! 

LXXXIII. 

This  must  he  feel,  the  true-born  son  of  Greece, 
If  Greece  one  true-born  patriot  still  can  boast : 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace, 
The  bondsman's  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  he  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword : 
Ah !  Greece !  they  love  thee  least  who  owe  thee  most ; 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  subhme  record 
Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degenerate  horde ! 
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LXXXIY. 

When  riseth  Lacedemon''s  hardihood, 
AVhen  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again, 
When  Athens'"  children  are  with  hearts  endued, 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  bu'th  to  men, 
Then  may'st  thou  be  restored ;  but  not  tiU  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state ; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust :  and  wlien 
Can  man  its  shattered  splendour  renovate, 
llecal  its  viitues  back,  and  vanquish  Time  and  Fate  ? 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woe. 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men !  ait  thou ! 
Thy  vales  of  evergreen,  thy  hUls  of  snow,  <^'> 
Proclaim  thee  Nature's  varied  favourite  now : 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow, 
Comminghng  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough  : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth, 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  Worth ; 
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LXXXVI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave ;  '^^' 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,  and  gleams  along  the  wave ; 
Save  o'er  some  warrior's  half-forgotten  grave, 
Where  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  feebly  brave, 
While  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass, 
Lingering  like  me,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and  sigh  "  Alas  !' 

LXXXVII. 

Yet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild ; 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  fields, 
Thine  olive  ripe  as  when  Minerva  smiled, 
And  still  his  honied  wealth  Hymettus  yields ; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  builds, 
The  frecborn  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air ; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilds, 
Still  in  his  beam  Mendeli's  marbles  glare ; 
Art,  Glory,  Freedom  fail,  but  Nature  still  is  fair. 
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LXXXVIII. 

Where'er  we  tread  'tis  haunted,  holy  ground ; 
No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould, 
But  one  vast  realm  of  wonder  spreads  around, 
And  all  the  Muse's  talcs  seem  truly  told, 
Till  the  sense  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
The  scenes  our  earliest  dreams  have  dv/elt  upon : 
Each  hill  and  dale,  each  deepening  glen  and  wold 
Defies  the  power  which  crusli'd  thy  temples  gone : 
Age  shakes  Athena's  tower,  but  spares  gray  Marathon. 

LXXXIX. 

The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slave,  the  same ; 
Unchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord — 
Preserves  ahke  its  bounds  and  boundless  fame 
The  Battle-field,  where  Persia's  victim  horde 
First  bow'd  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword, 
As  on  the  morn  to  distant  Glory  dear. 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word ; '""' 
Which  utter'd,  to  the  hearer's  eye  appear 
The  camp,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  career. 
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xc. 

The  flying  Mede,  his  shaftless  broken  bow ; 
The  fiery  Greek,  his  red  pursuing  spear; 
Mountains  above,  Earth's,  Ocean's  plain  below  ; 
Death  in  the  front,  Destruction  in  the  rear ! 
Such  was  the  scene — what  now  remaineth  here  ? 
AVhat  sacred  trophy  marks  the  hallow'd  ground, 
Recording  Freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear  ? 
The  rifled  urn,  the  violated  mound. 
The  dust  thy  courser's  hoof,  rude  stranger !  spurns  around. 

XCI. 

Yet  to  the  remnants  of  thy  splendour  past 
ShaU  pilgrims,  pensive,  but  unwearied,  throng ; 
Long  shall  the  voyager,  Avith  th'  Ionian  blast. 
Hail  the  bright  clime  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a  shore ; 
Boast  of  the  aged !  lesson  of  the  young ! 
Which  sages  venerate  and  bards  adore, 
As  Palkis  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awful  lore. 
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XCII. 

The  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home, 
If  aught  that"'s  kindred  cheer  the  welcome  liearth  ; 
He  that  is  lonely  hither  let  him  roam, 
And  gaze  complacent  on  congenial  earth. 
Greece  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth  ; 
But  he  whom  Sadness  sootheth  may  abide. 
And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  his  birth, 
When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  side, 
Or  gazing  oVr  the  plains  where  Greek  and  Persian  died. 

XCIII. 
Let  such  approach  tliis  consecrated  land, 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste : 
But  spare  its  relics — let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defaced ! 
Not  for  such  purpose  were  these  altars  placed : 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered : 
So  may  our.country^s  name  be  undisgraced. 
So  may''st  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  was  rear\l. 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  endeard ! 
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XCIV. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  sooth'd  thine  idlesse  with  inglorious  lays, 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  days : 
To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fading  bays — 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spmt  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  praise ; 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approve. 
And  none  are  left  to  please  when  none  are  left  to  love. 

xcv. 

Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one ! 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affection  bound  to  me ; 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done, 
Nor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unwordiy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  ?  thou  hast  ceased  to  be ! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home. 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  see — 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come ! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  return'd  to  find  frcsli  cause  to  roam ! 
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XCVI. 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 
How  selfish  Sorrow  ponders  on  the  past, 
And  chngs  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed ! 
But  Time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last. 
AU  thou  could'st  have  of  mine,  stern  Death !  thou  hast ; 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  friend : 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast. 
And  grief  with  grief  continuing  still  to  blend, 
Hath  snatch'd  the  Httle  joy  that  hfe  had  yet  to  lend. 

XCVII. 

Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd, 
And  follow  all  that  Peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 
Where  Revel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vainly  loud, 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek, 
To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  cheer, 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique ; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear, 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  iU-dissembled  sneer. 
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XCVIII. 

What  is  tlie  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wTinkle  deeper  on  tlie  brow  ? 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page, 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Before  the  Chastener  humbly  let  me  bow, 
O'er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destroyed : 
Roll  on,  vain  days !  full  reckless  may  ye  flow, 
Since  Time  hath  reft  whatever  my  soul  enjoy \1, 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years  alloy 'd. 
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NOTES 

TO 

CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE 
CANTO  I. 


1. 
Yes!  sigh'd  o'er  Delphi's  long-deserted  shrine. 

Stanza  i.  line  6. 

The  little  village  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the  site  of 
Delphi.  Along  the  path  of  the  mountain,  from  Chrysso, 
are  the  remains  of  sepulchres  he\m  in  and  from  the  rock : 
"  One,"  said  the  guide,  "  of  a  king  who  broke  his  neck 
hunting."  His  Majesty  had  certainly  chosen  the  fittest  spot 
for  such  an  achievement. 

A  little  above  Castri  is  a  cave,  supposed  the  Pythian,  of 
immense  depth ;  the  upper  part  of  it  is  paved,  and  now  a 
cowhouse. 

On  the  other  side  of  Castri  stands  a  Greek  monastery  ; 
some  way  above  which  is  the  cleft  in  the  rock,  with  a  range 
of  caverns  difficult  of  ascent,  and  apparently  leading  to  the, 
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interior  of  the  mountain ;  probably  to  the  Corycian  Cavern 
mentioned  by  Pausanias.  From  this  part  descend  the  foun- 
tain and  the  "  Dcms  of  Castalie." 


2. 

And  rest  ye  at  our  "  Lady's  house  of  woe'' 

Stanza  xx.  line  4. 

The  Convent  of  "  Our  Lady  of  Punishment,"  Nossa 
Senora  de  Pena^,  on  the  summit  of  the  rock.  Below,  at 
some  distance,  is  the  Cork  Convent,  Mhere  St.  Honorius 
dug  his  den,  over  Avhich  is  his  epitaph.  From  the  hills,  the 
sea  adds  to  the  beauty  of  the  \iew. 

3. 

Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  laiv  secures  ?iot  life. 

Stanza  xxi.  line  last. 

It  is  a  well  known  fact,  that  in  the  year  1809  the  assas- 
sinations in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its  vicinity  were  not 
confined  by  the  Portuguese  to  their  countrymen ;  but  that 
Englishmen  were  daily  butchered :  and  so  far  from  redress 
being  obtained,  we  were  requested  not  to  interfere  if  we 
perceived  any  compatriot  defending  himself  against  his 
allies.     I  was  once  stopped  in  the  way  to  the  theatre  at 


'  Since  the  publication  of  tliis  Poem,  1  liave  l)ccu  informed  of  the 
misapprehension  of  the  term  A^ossa  Seitora  de  Pena.  It  wa.s  owinsj  to 
the  want  of  the  tilde,  or  mark  over  the  n,  wliich  alters  the  significa- 
tion of  the  word  :  witli  it,  Pena  signifies  a  rock  ;  without  it,  Pena 
has  the  sense  I  ado|)ted.  I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  alter  the 
passatte,  as  though  the  common  acceptation  affixed  to  it  is  "  our  Lady 
of  the  Kock,"  I  may  well  assume  the  other  sense  from  the  severities 
jiraetised  tliere. 
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eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  the  streets  were  not  more 
empty  than  they  generally  are  at  that  hour,  opposite  to  an 
open  shop,  and  in  a  carriage  with  a  friend;  had  we  not 
fortunately  been  armed,  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  that  we 
should  have  adorned  a  tale  instead  of  telling  one.  The 
crime  of  assassination  is  not  confined  to  Portugal :  in  Sicily 
and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the  head  at  a  handsome 
average  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or  Maltese  is  ever 
punished  I 


4. 
Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened! 

Stanza  xsiv.  line  1. 

The  Convention  of  Cintra  was  signed  in  the  palace  of  the 
Marchese  Marialva.  The  late  exploits  of  Lord  Wellington 
have  effaced  the  follies  of  Cintra.  He  has,  indeed,  done 
wonders;  he  has  perhaps  changed  the  character  of  a  nation, 
reconciled  rival  superstitions,  and  baffled  an  enemy  who 
never  retreated  before  his  predecessors. 


o. 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 

Stanza  xxix.  line  1 . 

The  extent  of  Mafi-a  is  prodigious ;  it  contains  a  palace, 
convent,  and  most  superb  church.  The  six  organs  are  the 
most  beautiful  I  ever  beheld  in  point  of  decoration ;  we  did 
not  hear  them,  but  were  told  that  their  tones  were  corre- 
spondent to  their  splendour.  Mafra  is  termed  the  Escurial 
of  Portugal. 
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6. 

Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
'Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  low. 
Stanza  xxxiii.  lines  8  and  9. 

As  I  found  the  Portuguese,  so  I  have  characterized  them. 
Tliat  tliey  are  since  improved,  at  least  in  courage,  is  evi- 
dent. 

7. 
When  Cava's  traitor-sire  Jirst  call'd  the  hand 
That  dyed  thy  7nountain  streams  with  Gothic  gore. 

Stanza  xxxv.  lines  3  and  4. 

Count  Julian's  daughter,  the  Helen  of  Spain.  Pelagius 
preserved  his  independence  in  the  fastnesses  of  the  Asturias, 
and  the  descendants  of  his  followers,  after  some  centuries, 
completed  their  struggle  by  the  conquest  of  Grenada, 


No!  as  he  speeds,  he  chants,  "  Viva  el  Rey!" 

Stanza  xlviii.  line  5. 

"  Viva  el  Rey  Fernando !" — Long  live  King  Ferdinand ! 
is  the  chorus  of  most  of  the  Spanish  patriotic  songs :  they 
are  chiefly  in  dispraise  of  the  old  king  Charles,  the  Queen, 
and  the  Prince  of  Peace.  I  have  heard  many  of  them  ; 
some  of  the  airs  are  beautiful.  Godoy,  the  Principe  de  la 
Paz,  was  born  at  Badajoz,  on  the  frontiers  of  Portugal,  and 
was  originally  in  the  ranks  of  the  Spanish  Guards,  till  his 
person  attracted  the  queen's  eyes,  and  raised  him  to  the 
dukedom  of  Alcudia,  &c.  &c.  It  is  to  this  man  that  the 
Spaniards  universally  impute  the  ruin  of  their  country. 
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9. 
Bears  in  Ms  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue, 
Which  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet. 

Stanza  1.  lines  2  and  3. 

The  red  cockade  with  "  Fernando  Septimo"  in  the  centre. 


10. 
The  hall-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-blazing  match. 

Stanza  li.  line  last. 

All  who  have  seen  a  battery  Mill  recollect  the  pyramidal 
form  in  which  shot  and  shells  are  piled.  The  Sierra  Morena 
was  fortified  in  every  defile  through  which  I  passed  in  my 
way  to  Seville. 

11. 
Fdl'd  by  a  tvoman*s  hand,  before  a  batler'd  wall. 

Stanza  Ivi.  line  last. 

Such  were  the  exploits  of  the  Maid  of  Saragoza.  When 
the  author  was  at  Seville  she  walked  daily  on  the  Prado, 
decorated  with  medals  and  orders,  by  command  of  the 
Junta. 

12. 
The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impress' d 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  touch. 

Stanza  Iviii.  lines  1  and  2. 

Sigilla  in  men  to  impressa  Amoris  digitulo 
Vestiffio  demonstrant  mollitudinem.        AuL.  Gel. 
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13. 
Oh,  thou  Parnassus! 

Stanza  Ix.  line  1 . 

These  stanzas  were  written  in  Castri  (Delplios),  at  the 
foot  of  ParnassuSj  now  called  AicuKVcex, — Liakura. 


14. 
Fair  is  proud  Seville;  let  her  couiitry  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days. 
Stanza  Ixv.  lines  1  and  2. 

Seville  was  the  Hispalis  of  the  Romans. 


15. 
Ask  ye,  Boeotian  sitades!  the  reason  why  ? 

Stanza  Ixx.  line  5. 

This  was  written  at  Thebes,  and  consequently  in  the  best 
situation  for  asking  and  answering  such  a  question ;  not  as 
the  birth-])lace  of  Pindar,  but  as  the  capital  of  Boeotia, 
where  the  lirst  riddle  M'as  propounded  and  solved. 


\6. 
Some  bitter  der  the  Jtoivers  its  bubbling  venoin  flins:s. 

Stanza  Ixxxii.  line  last. 

"  Medio  de  fonte  leporum 
"  Surgit  amari  aliquid  quod  in  ipsis  floribus  angat." 

LuCk 
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17. 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud. 

Stanza  Ixxxv.  liue  7. 

Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  Solano^  the  Governor 
of  Cadiz. 

18. 
"  War  even  to  the  knfe  !" 

Stanza  Ixxxvi.  line  last. 

"  War  to  the  knife."     Palafox's  answer  to  the  French 
General  at  the  siec-e  of  Sara^roza. 


19. 
And  thou,  my  friend!  8fc. 

Stanza  xci.  line  1. 

The  Honourable  I*.  W**.  of  the  Guards,  who  died  of  a 
fever  at  Coimbra.  I  had  known  him  ten  years,  the  better 
half  of  his  life,  and  the  happiest  part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  I  have  lost  her  who 
gave  me  being,  and  most  of  those  who  had  made  that  being 
tolerable.     To  me  the  lines  of  Young  are  no  fiction : 

"  Insatiate  arclier !  could  not  one  suffice  } 

Thy  shaft  ficM'  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was  slain. 

And  thrice  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  fill'd  her  horn." 

I  should  have  ventured  a  verse  to  the  memory  of  the  late 
Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow  of  Downing  College, 
Cambridge,  were  he  not  too  much  above  all  praise  of  mine. 
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His  poAvors  of  mind,  shown  in  the  attainment  of  greater 
honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than  those  of  any 
graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have  sufficiently  esta- 
blished his  fame  on  the  spot  where  it  was  acquired,  whil6 
his  softer  qualities  live  in  the  recollection  of  friends  who 
loved  him  too  well  to  envy  his  superiority. 


NOTES 


TO 


CHILDE  HAROLD^S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  II. 


1. 

despite  of  war  and  wasting  Jire 

Stanza  i.  line  4. 

Part  of  tlie  Acropolis  vras  destroyed  by  the  explosion  of 
a  niaorazine  duriuff  the  Venetian  sieare. 


2. 
^ut  worse  than  steel,  andjlame,  and  ages  slow. 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd  breasts  bestow. 

Stanza  i.  line  Ci. 

We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with  which  the 
ruins  of  cities,  once  the  capitals  of  empires,  are  beheld;  the 
reflections  suggested  by  such  objects  are  too  trite  to  require 
recapitulation.     But  never  did  the  littleness  of  man,  and 
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the  vanity  of  his  ver)^  best  virtues,  of  patriotism  to  exalt, 
and  of  valour  to  defend  his  country,  appear  more  con- 
spicuous than  in  the  record  of  what  Athens  was,  and  the 
certainty  of  what  she  now  is.  This  theatre  of  contention 
between  mighty  factions,  of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the 
exaltation  and  deposition  of  tyrants,  the  triumph  and 
punishment  of  generals,  is  now  become  a  scene  of  petty 
intrigue  and  perpetual  disturbance,  between  the  bickering 
agents  of  certain  British  nobility  and  gentry.  "  The  wild 
foxes,  the  owls  and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Babylon,"  were 
surely  less  degrading  than  such  inhabitants.  The  Turks 
have  the  plea  of  conquest  for  their  tyranny,  and  the  Greeks 
have  only  suffered  the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  to  the 
bravest ;  but  how  are  the  mighty  fallen,  when  two  painters 
contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Parthenon,  and 
triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenor  of  each  succeeding 
firman  !  Sylla  could  but  punish,  Philip  subdue,  and  Xerxes 
burn  Athens ;  but  it  remained  for  the  paltry  antiquarian, 
and  his  despicable  agents,  to  render  her  contemptible  as 
himself  and  his  pursuits. 

The  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in  j^art,  by  fire 
diu-ing  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a  temple,  a  church, 
and  a  mosque.  In  each  point  of  view  it  is  an  object  of 
regard :  it  changed  its  worshippers ;  but  still  it  was  a  place 
of  worship  thrice  sacred  to  devotion  :  its  violation  is  a  trii^le 
sacrilege.     But 

"  Man,  vain  man, 
"  Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority, 
"  Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven 
"  As  make  the  angels  weep." 


CHILDE  HAROLD.  141 

3. 

Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps. 

Stanza  v.  line  2. 

It  was  not  always  the  custom  of  the  Greeks  to  burn  their 
dead ;  the  greater  Ajax  in  particular  was  interred  entire. 
Almost  all  the  chiefs  became  gods  after  their  decease,  and 
he  was  indeed  neglected,  who  had  not  annual  games  near 
his  tombj  or  festivals  in  honour  of  his  memory  by  his  coun- 
trymen, as  Achilles,  Brasidas,  &c.  and  at  last  even  Antinous, 
whose  death  was  as  heroic  as  his  life  was  infamous. 

4. 

Here,  son  of  Saturn!  was  thy  Jav' rite  throjic. 

Stanza  x.  line  3. 
The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olympius,  of  which  sixteen  co- 
lumns entirely  of  marble  yet  survive :  originally  there  were 
150.     These  columns,  however,  are  by  many  supposed  to 
have  belonged  to  the  Pantheon. 

5. 
And  bear  these  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine. 

Stanza  xi.  line  last. 
The  ship  was  wrecked  in  the  Archipelago. 

6. 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  Time  hath  spared. 

Stanza  xii.  line  2. 

At  this  moment  (January  3, 1809),  besides  M'hat  has  been 
ali'eady  deposited  in  London,  an  Hydriot  vessel  is  in  the 
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Piraeus  to  receive  every  portable  relic-  Thus^  as  I  heard  a 
young  Greek  observe  in  common  M'ith  many  of  his  country- 
men— for,  lost  as  they  are,  they  yet  feel  on  this  occasion — 
thus  may  Lord  Elgin  boast  of  having  ruined  Athens.  An 
Italian  painter  of  the  first  eminence,  named  Lusieri,  is  the 
agent  of  devastation  ;  and  like  the  Greek ^nder  of  Verres  in 
Sicily,  Mho  followed  the  same  profession,  he  has  proved  the 
able  instrument  of  plunder.  Between  this  artist  and  the 
French  Consul  Fauvel,  who  wishes  to  rescue  the  remains 
for  his  own  government,  there  is  now  a  violent  dispute  con- 
cerning a  car  employed  in  their  conveyance,  the  M'heel  of 
which — I  wish  they  were  both  broken  upon  it — has  been 
locked  up  by  the  Consul,  and  Lusieri  has  laid  his  complaint 
before  the  Waywode.  Lord  Elgin  has  been  extremely 
happy  in  his  choice  of  Signor  Lusieri.  Dui'ing  a  residence 
of  ten  years  in  Athens,  he  never  had  the  curiosity  to  pro- 
ceed as  far  as  Sunium ',  till  he  accompanied  us  in  our  second 

'  Now  Cape  Colonna.  In  all  Attica,  if  we  except  Athens  itself  and 
Marathon,  there  is  no  scene  more  interesting  than  Cape  Colonna. 
To  the  antiijiiary  and  artist,  sixteen  cohunns  are  an  inexliaustible 
source  of  observation  and  design ;  to  tlie  pliilosopher,  the  supposed 
scene  of  some  of  Plato's  conversations  will  not  be  unwelcome ;  and 
tlie  tra^'eller  will  be  struck  witli  tlie  beauty  of  the  ])rospect  over 
"  Isle.1  that  crown  the  Jl'lgenn  deep:"  but  for  an  Enfflisliman,  Colonna 
has  yet  an  additional  interest,  as  the  actual  spot  of  Falconer's  Ship- 
wreck. I'allas  and  Plato  are  forgotten,  in  the  recollection  of  Falconer 
and  Campbell : 

"  Here  in  the  dead  of  night  by  Lonna's  steep, 
"  Tlie  seaman's  cry  was  heard  along  the  deep." 

Tliis  temple  of  Miuerva  may  be  seen  at  sea  from  a  great  distance. 
In  two  journeys  which  I  made,  and  one  voyage  to  Cape  Colonna,  the 
view  from  eitlier  side,  by  land,  was  less  striking  tlian  tlie  ajjproach 
from  the  isles.  In  our  second  land  excursion,  we  liad  a  narrow 
escape  from  a  party  of  Mainotes,  concealed  in  tlie  cavenis  bencatii. 
We  were  tohl  afterwards,  by  one  of  their  jirisoners  subsequently  ran- 
somed, that  they  were  deterred  from  attacking  us  by  tiie  appearance 
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excursion.  However^  liis  works,  as  far  as  they  go,  are  most 
beautiful;  but  they  are  almost  all  unfinished.  While  he 
and  his  patrons  confine  themselves  to  tasting  medals,  appre- 
ciating cameos,  sketching  columns,  and  cheapening  gems, 
their  little  absurdities  are  as  harmless  as  insect  or  fox- 
hunting, maiden-speechifying,  barouche-driving,  or  any 
such  pastime :  but  when  they  carry  away  three  or  four 
shiploads  of  the  most  valuable  and  massy  relics  that  time 
and  barbarism  have  left  to  the  most  injured  and  most  cele- 
brated of  cities ;  when  they  destroy,  in  -  a  vain  attempt  to 
tear  down,  those  Avorks  which  have  been  the  admiration  of 
ages,  I  know  no  motive  which  can  excuse,  no  name  ^^hich 
can  designate,  the  perpetrators  of  this  dastardly  devastation. 
It  was  not  the  least  of  the  crimes  laid  to  the  charge  of 
Verres,  that  he  had  plundered  Sicily,  in  the  manner  since 
imitated  at  Athens.  The  most  unblushing  impudence  could 
hardly  go  farther  than  to  affix  the  name  of  its  plunderer  to 
the  walls  of  the  Acropolis;  while  the  wanton  and  useless 
defacement  of  the  whole  range  of  the  basso-relievos,  in  one 
compartment  of  the  temple,  will  never  permit  that  name  to 
be  pronoiinced  by  an  observer  without  execration. 


of  my  two  Albanians  :  conjecturing  very  sagaciously,  but  falsely,  that 
we  had  a  complete  guard  of  these  Arnaouts  at  hand,  they  remained 
stationary,  and  thus  sa^■ed  our  party,  which  was  too  small  to  have 
opposed  any  effectual  resistance. 

Colonna  is  no  less  a  resort  of  painters  than  of  pirates ;  there 

"  The  hireling  artist  plants  his  paltry  desk, 
"  And  makes  degraded  Nature  picturesque." 

(See  Hodgson's  Lady  Jane  Grey,  &c.) 

But  there  Natm-e,  with  the  aid  of  Art,  has  done  that  for  herself.  I  was 
fortimate  enough  to  engage  a  very  superior  Gennan  artist ;  and  hope 
to  renew  my  acquaintance  with  this  and  many  other  Levantine  scenes, 
by  the  arrival  of  his  performances. 
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On  this  occasion  I  speak  impartially  :  I  am  not  a  collcctoP 
or  admirer  of  collections,  consequently  no  rival;  but  I  have 
some  early  prepossession  in  favour  of  Greece,  and  do  not 
think  the  honour  of  England  advanced  by  plunder,  whether 
of  India  or  Attica. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because  he  has 
done  less :  but  some  others,  more  or  less  noble,  yet  "  all 
honourable  men,"  have  done  best,  because,  after  a  deal  of 
excavation  aud  execration,  bribery  to  the  WayAvodc,  mining 
and  countermining,  they  have  done  nothing  at  all.  We  had 
such  ink-shed,  and  wine-shed,  which  alniust  ended  in  blood- 
shed !  Lord  E.'s  "  prig," — see  Jonathan  Wylde  for  the 
definition  of  "priggism," — quarrelled  with  znother, Gropins^ 
by  name  (a  very  good  name  too  for  his  business),  and  mut- 
tered something  about  satisfaction,  in  a  verbal  answer  to  a 
note  of  the  poor  Prussian :  this  was  stated  at  table  to  Gro- 
pius,  who  laughed,  but  could  eat  no  dinner  afterwards. 
The  rivals  Mere  not  reconciled  when  I  left  Greece.  I  have 
reason  to  remember  their  squabble,  for  they  wanted  to  make 
me  their  arbitrator. 


'  Tills  Sr.  Gropliis  was  employed  by  a  noble  Lord  for  the  sole  pur- 
pose of  sketching,  in  which  he  excels ;  hut  I  am  sorry  to  say,  tliat  he 
has,  through  the  abused  sanction  of  that  most  respectable  name,  been 
treading  at  hinnble  distance  in  tlie  steps  of  Sr.  Lusieri. — A  shipful  of 
his  ti()|)hies  was  detained,  and  I  believe  confiscated  at  Constantinople 
in  1810. — I  am  most  happy  to  be  now  enabled  to  state,  that  "  this 
was  not  in  his  bond;"  that  he  was  employed  solely  as  a  painter,  and 
that  liis  noble  patron  disavows  all  connexion  with  him,  except  as  an 
artist.  If  the  error  in  the  tirst  and  second  edition  of  this  poem  has 
given  the  noble  Lord  a  moment's  pain,  I  am  very  sorry  for  it ;  Sr. 
(iropius  has  assumed  for  years  the  name  of  his  agent;  and  though  I 
camiot  much  condemn  myself  for  sharing  in  the  mistake  of  so  many, 
1  am  happy  in  being  one  of  the  tirst  to  be  undeceived.  Indeed,  I  have 
as  much  ))leasuvei  n  contradicting  this  as  I  felt  regret  in  stating  it. 
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7. 
Her  sons  too  weak  Ihe  sacred  shrine  to  guard. 
Yet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mothers  paifis. 

Stauza  xii.  lines  7  and  8. 

I  cannot  resist  availing  myself  of  the  permission  of  my 
friend  Dr.  Clarke,  whose  name  requires  no  comment  with 
the  public,  but  whose  sanction  will  add  tenfold  weight  to 
my  testimony,  to  insert  the  following  extract  from  a  very 
obliging  letter  of  his  to  me,  as  a  note  to  the  above  lines : 

"  When  the  last  of  the  Metopes  was  taken  from  the 
Parthenon,  and,  in  moving  of  it,  great  part  of  the  super- 
structure with  one  of  the  triglyphs  was  thro\ni  down  by 
the  workmen  whom  Lord  Elgin  emjjloyed,  the  Disdar,  who 
beheld  the  mischief  done  to  the  building,  took  his  pipe  from 
his  mouth,  dropped  a  tear,  and,  in  a  supplicating  tone  of 
voice,  said  to  Lusieri ;  Tixog ! — I  was  present." 

The  Disdar  alluded  to  was  the  father  of  the  present 
Disdar. 


Where  was  thine  Mgis,  Pallas!  that  appall' d 
Stern  Alaric  and  Havoc  on  their  way  ? 

Stanza  xiv.  lines  1  and  2. 

According  to  Zozimus,  Minerva  and  Achilles  frightened 
Alaric  from  the  Acropolis;  but  others  relate  that  the  Gothic 
king  was  nearly  as  mischievous  as  the  Scottish  peer. — See 
Chandler. 
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9. 

• the  netted  canopy. 

Stanza  xviii.  line  2. 

The  netting  to  prevent  blocks  or  splinters  from  falling  on 
tleck  during  action. 

10. 

But  not  in  .silence  pass  Cali/pso'.'i  isles. 

Stanza  xxix.  line  1 . 

Goza  is  sjiid  to  have  been  the  island  nf  Calypso. 


11. 
Land  of  Albania!  let  me  beftd  mine  eyes 
On  thee,  thou  rugged  iiurse  of  savage  men! 

Stanza  xxxviii.  lines  .5  and  6. 

Albania  comprises  part  of  Macedonia,  Illp-ia,  Chaonia, 
and  Epirus.  Iskander  is  the  Turkish  word  for  Alexander ; 
and  the  celebrated  Scanderbeg  (Lord  Alexander)  is  alluded 
to  in  the  third  and  fourth  lines  of  the  thirty-eighth  stanza. 
I  do  not  know  whether  I  am  correct  in  making  Scanderbeg 
the  countryman  of  Alexander^  who  was  born  at  Pella  in 
Macedon,  but  Mr.  Gibbon  terras  him  so,  and  adds  Pyrrhus 
to  the  list,  in  speaking  of  his  exploits. 

Of  Albania  Gibbon  remarks,  that  a  country  "within 
sight  of  Italy  is  less  knoMn  than  the  interior  of  America." 
Circumstances,  of  little  consequence  to  mention,  led  Mr. 
Hobhouse  and  myself  into  that  coiuitry  before  we  visited 
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auy  other  part  of  the  Ottoman  domiuious;  and  witli  the  ex- 
ception of  Major  Leake,  then  officially  resident  at  Joannina, 
no  other  Englishmen  have  ever  advanced  beyond  the  capital 
into  the  interior,  as  that  gentleman  very  lately  assured  me. 
Ali  Pacha  was  at  that  time  (Octol)er,  1809)  carrying  on 
war  against  Ibrahim  Pacha,  whom  he  had  driven  to  Berat, 
a  strong  fortress  which  he  was  then  besieging :  on  our  arrival 
at  Joannina  we  were  invited  to  Tepaleni,  his  Highness'^ 
birth-place,  and  favourite  Serai,  only  one  day's  distance 
from  Berat;  at  this  juncture  the  Vizier  had  made  it  his 
head-quarters. 

After  some  stay  in  the  capital,  we  accordingly  followed; 
but  though  furnished  with  every  accommodation  and  es- 
corted by  one  of  the  Vizier's  secretaries,  we  were  nine  days 
(on  account  of  the  rains)  in  accomplishing  a  journey  which, 
on  our  return,  barely  occupied  four. 

On  our  route  we  passed  two  cities,  Argyrocastro  and 
Libochabo,  apparently  little  inferior  to  Yanina  in  size;  and 
no  pencil  or  pen  can  ever  do  justice  to  the  scenery  in  the 
dciuity  of  Zitza  and  Delvinachi,  the  frontier  Wllage  of 
Epirus  and  Albania  proper. 

On  Albania  and  its  inhabitants  I  am  unwilling  to  descant, 
because  this  will  be  done  so  much  better  by  my  fellow-tra- 
veller, in  a  work  which  may  probably  precede  this  in  pub- 
lication, that  I  as  little  wish  to  follow  as  I  would  to  anticipate 
him.  But  some  few  observations  are  necessary  to  the  text. 

•  The  Arnaouts,  or  Albanese,  struck  me  forcibly  by  their 
resemblance  to  the  Highlanders  of  Scotland,  in  dress,  figure, 
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and  maniiei-  of  living.  Tlieir  very  mountains  seemed  Cale- 
donian with  a  kinder  climate.  The  kilt,  though  white;  the 
spare,  active  form ;  their  dialect,  Celtic  in  its  sound,  and 
their  hardy  habits,  all  carried  me  back  to  Morven.  No 
nation  are  so  detested  and  dreaded  by  their  neighbours  as 
the  Allmnese  :  the  Greeks  hardly  regard  them  as  Christians, 
or  the  Turks  as  Moslems;  and  in  fact  they  are  a  mixture  of 
both,  and  sometimes  neither.  Their  habits  are  predatory : 
all  are  armed;  and  the  red-shawled  Arnaouts,  the  Monte- 
negrins, Chimariots,  and  Gegdes  are  treacherous ;  the  others 
differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  character.  As 
far  as  my  o^vn  experience  goes,  I  can  speak  favourably. 
I  was  attended  by  two,  an  Infidel  and  a  Mussulman,  to 
Constantinople  and  every  other  part  of  Turkey  which  came 
within  my  observation ;  and  more  faithful  in  peril,  or  inde- 
fatigable in  service,  are  rarely  to  be  found.  The  Infidel  was 
named  Basilius,  the  Moslem,  Dervish  Tahiri;  the  former  a 
man  of  middle  age,  and  the  latter  about  my  own.  Basili 
was  strictly  charged  by  Ali  Pacha  in  person  to  attend  us; 
and  Dervish  was  one  of  fifty  who  accompanied  us  through 
the  forests  of  Acarnania  to  the  banks  of  Achelous,  and  on- 
ward to  Messalunglii  in  JEtolia.  There  I  took  him  into 
my  own  service,  and  never  had  occasion  to  repent  it  till  the 
moment  of  my  departure. 

When  in  1810,  after  the  departure  of  my  friend  Mr.  H. 
for  England,  I  was  seized  with  a  severe  fever  in  the  Morea, 
these  men  saved  my  life  by  frightening  away  mj"  physician, 
whose  throat  they  threatened  to  cut  if  I  was  not  cured 
within  a  given  time.  To  this  consolatory  assurance  of 
posthumous  retribution,  and  a  resolute  refusal  of  Dr.  Ro- 
nianclli's  prescriptions,  I  attributed  my  recovery.  I  had  left 
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my  last  reniaiuiug  Euglish  servant  at  Athens;  my  drago- 
man was  as  ill  as  myself,  and  my  poor  Arnaouts  nursed 
me  with  an  attention  which  woidd  have  done  honour  to 
ci\"ilization. 

They  had  a  variety  of  adventures ;  for  the  Moslem,  Der- 
vish, being  a  remarkably  handsome  man,  was  always  squab- 
bling with  the  husbands  of  Athens ;  insomuch  that  four  of 
the  principal  Turks  paid  me  a  visit  of  remonstrance  at  the 
Convent,  on  the  subject  of  his  hanng  taken  a  woman  from 
the  bath — whom  he  had  lawfully  bought  however — a  thing 
quite  contrary  to  etiquette. 

Basili  also  was  extremely  gallant  amongst  his  own  per- 
suasion, and  had  the  greatest  veneration  for  the  church, 
mixed  with  the  highest  contempt  of  churchmen,  whom  he 
cuffed  upon  occasion  in  a  most  heterodox  manner.  Yet  he 
never  passed  a  church  without  crossing  himself;  and  I  re- 
member the  risk  he  ran  in  entering  St.  Sophia,  in  Stambol, 
because  it  had  once  been  a  place  of  his  worship.  On 
remonstrating  with  him  on  his  inconsistent  proceedings,  he 
invariably  answered,  "  our  church  is  holj^  our  priests  are 
thieves;"  and  then  he  crossed  himself  as  usual,  and  boxed 
the  ears  of  the  first  "  papas"  who  refused  to  assist  in  any 
required  operation,  as  was  always  found  to  be  necessary 
Avhere  a  priest  had  any  influence  with  the  Cogia  Bashi  of 
his  village.  Indeed  a  more  abandoned  race  of  miscreants 
cannot  exist  than  the  loAver  orders  of  the  Greek  clergy. 

When  preparations  were  made  for  my  return,  my  Alba- 
nians were  summoned  to  receive  their  pay.  Basili  took  his 
\vith  an  a\vkAvard  show  of  regret  at  my  intended  departure. 
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and  inarclied  away  to  his  quarters  with  liis  bag  of  piastres. 
I  sent  for  Dervish,  but  for  some  time  he  was  not  to  be 
found;  at  hist  he  entered,  just  as  Signor  Logotheti,  father 
to  the  ci-devant  Anglo-consul  of  Athens,  and  some  other  of 
my  Greek  acquaintances,  paid  me  a  visit.  Dervish  took 
tlie  money,  but  on  a  sudden  dashed  it  to  the  ground;  and 
clasping  his  hands,  which  he  raised  to  his  forehead,  rushed 
out  of  the  room  weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to 
the  hour  of  my  embarkation,  he  continued  his  lamentations, 
and  all  our  efforts  to  console  him  only  produced  this  answer, 
"  Ma  ^sivsi,"  "  He  leaves  me."  Signor  Logotheti,  who 
never  wept  before  for  any  thing  less  than  the  loss  of  a 
para',  melted;  the  padre  of  the  convent,  my  attendants,  my 
visitors — and  I  verily  believe  that  even  Sterne's  '^^  foolish 
fat  scullion,"  would  have  left  her  "  fish-kettle,"  to  sympa- 
thize with  the  unaffected  and  unexpected  sorrow  of  this 
barbarian. 

For  my  own  part,  when  I  remembered  that,  a  short  time 
before  my  departure  from  England,  a  noble  and  most  in- 
timate associate  had  excused  himself  from  taking  leave  of 
nie  liecause  he  had  to  attend  a  relation  "  to  a  milliner's," 
I  felt  no  less  surprised  than  humiliated  by  the  present 
occurrence  and  the  past  recollection. 

That  Dervish  would  leave  me  with  some  regret  was  to 
be  expected :  when  master  and  man  have  been  scrambling 
t»v(>r  the  mountains  of  a  dozen  j)rovinces  together,  they  are 
unwilling  to  separate;  but  his  present  feelings,  contrasted 
with  his  native  ferocity,  improved  my  opinion  of  the  human 

'  I'.Uii,  a)i()iil  the  t'omtli  of  a  t'arthlii^. 
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heart.  I  believe  this  ahnost  feudal  fidelity  is  frequent 
amongst  them.  One  day,  on  our  journey  over  Parnassus, 
an  Englishman  in  my  service  gave  him  a  push  in  some  dis- 
pute about  the  baggage,  which  he  unluckily  mistook  for  a 
blow;  he  spoke  not,  but  sat  down  leaning  his  head  upon  his 
hands.  Foreseeing  the  consequences,  we  endeavoured  to 
explain  away  the  affront,  which  produced  the  following  an- 
swer : — "  I  Tiave  been  a  robber,  I  am  a  soldier ;  no  captain 
ever  struck  me ;  you  are  my  master,  I  have  eaten  your 
bread,  but  by  that  bread!  (an  usual  oath)  had  it  been  other- 
wise, I  would  have  stabbed  the  dog  your  servant,  and  gone 
to  the  mountains."  So  the  affair  ended,  but  from  that  day 
forward  he  never  thoroughly  forgave  the  thoughtless  fellow 
who  insulted  him. 

Dervish  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country,  conjectured 
to  be  a  remnant  of  the  ancient  Pyrrhic :  be  that  as  it  may, 
it  is  manly,  and  reqvdres  wonderful  agility.  It  is  very 
distinct  from  the  stupid  Romaika,  the  dull  round-about  of 
the  Greeks,  of  which  our  Athenian  party  had  so  many 
specimens. 

The  Albanians  in  general  (I  do  not  mean  the  cultivators 
of  the  earth  in  the  provinces,  who  have  also  that  appellation, 
but  the  mountaineers)  have  a  fine  cast  of  countenance;  and 
the  most  beautiful  women  I  ever  beheld,  in  stature  and  in 
features,  we  saw  levelling  the  road  broken  down  by  the 
torrents  between  Delvinachi  and  Libochabo.  Their  manner 
of  walking  is  truly  theatrical;  but  this  strut  is  probably  the 
effect  of  the  capote,  or  cloak,  depending  from  one  shoulder. 
Their  long  hair  reminds  you  of  the  Spartans,  and  their 
courage  in  desultory  warfare  is  unquestionable.     Though 
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they  have  some  cavahy  amongst  the  Gegdes,  I  never  saw  a 
good  Arnaout  horseman:  my  own  preferred  the  English 
saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never  keep.  But  on 
foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fatigue. 

12. 
and  pass'd  the  barren  spot. 


Where  sad  Penelope  o'erlook'd  the  wave. 

Stanza  xxxix.  lines  1  and  2. 
Ithaca. 

1.3. 
Actium,  Le panto,  fatal  Trafalgar. 

Stanza  xl.  line  5. 

Actium  and  Trafalgar  need  no  further  mention.  The 
battle  of  Lepauto,  equally  bloody  and  considerable,  but  less 
known,  was  fought  in  the  Gulf  of  Patras :  here  the  author 
of  Don  Quixote  lost  his  left  hand. 

U. 
And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love. 

Stanza  xli.  line  3. 

Leucadia,  now  Santa  Maura.  From  the  promontory  (the 
Lover's  Leap)  Sappho  is  said  to  have  thrown  herself. 


15. 

mauii  a  Roman  chief  and  Asian  king. 

Stanza  xlv.  line  4. 


It  is  said,  that  on  the  day  previous  to  the  battle  of  Actium 
Anthiuiv  had  thirteen  kings  at  his  levee. 
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16. 
Look  where  the  second  Ccesar's  trophies  rose. 

Stanza  xlv.  line  6. 

Nicopolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  is  at  some 
distance  from  Actium,  where  the  wall  of  the  Hippodrome 
survives  in  a  few  fragments. 


17- 

Acherusia's  lake. 

Stanza  xh-ii.  line  1. 


According  to  Pouqueville  the  Lake   of  Yanina;   but 
Pouque\ille  is  always  out. 


18. 
To  greet  Albania's  chief. 

Stanza  xlvii.  line  4. 

The  celebrated  Ali  Pacha.     Of  this  extraordinary  man 
there  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Pouqueville's  Travels. 


19. 

Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain  hand 
Disdain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold. 

Stanza  xlvii.  lines  7,  8,  and  9. 

Five  thousand  Suliotes,  among  the  rocks  and  in  the  castle 
of  Suli,  withstood  30,000  Albanians  for  eighteen  years :  the 
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castle  at  last  was  taken  by  bribery.  Iii  this  contest  there 
were  several  acts  performed  not  unworthy  of  the  better  days 
of  Greece. 


20. 
Monastic  Zitza  !  S^c. 

Stanza  xlviii.  line  1. 

The  convent  and  village  of  Zitza  are  four  hours  journey 
from  Joannina,  or  Yanina,  the  capital  of  the  Pachalick.  In 
the  valley  the  river  Kalamas  (once  the  Acheron)  flows^  and 
not  far  from  Zitza  forms  a  fine  cataract.  The  situation  is 
perhaps  the  finest  in  Greece,  though  the  approach  to  Del- 
\-inachi  and  parts  of  Acarnania  and  ^tolia  may  contest  the 
palm.  Delphi,  Parnassus,  and,  in  Attica,  even  Cape  Co- 
lonna  and  Port  Raphti,  are  very  inferior;  as  also  every  scene 
in  Ionia,  or  the  Troad :  I  am  almost  inclined  to  add  the 
approach  to  Constantinople ;  but  from  the  different  features 
of  the  last,  a  comparison  can  hardly  be  made. 


21. 
Here  dwells  the  cahyer. 

Stanza  xlix.  line  6. 

The  Greek  monks  are  so  called. 


22. 

Kuiurc's  volcanic  amphitheatre. 

Stanza  li.  line  2. 

The  Chimariot  mountains  appear  to  have  been  volcanic. 
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Now  called  Kalamas. 


23. 

behold  black  Acheron  ! 

Stanza  li.  line  6. 


24. 
-  in  his  while  capote. 

Stanza  lii.  line  7. 


Albanese  cloak. 


The  Sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit. 

Stanza  Iv.  line  1. 

Anciently  Mount  Tomarus. 


26. 
And  Laos  wide  andjterce  came  roaring  by. 

Stanza  Iv.  line  2. 

The  river  Laos  was  full  at  the  time  the  author  passed  it; 
and,  immediately  above  Tepaleen,  was  to  the  eye  as  wide  as 
the  Thames  at  Westminster;  at  least  in  the  opinion  of  the 
author  and  his  fellow-traveller,  Mr.  Hobhouse.  In  the  sum- 
mer it  must  be  much  narrower.  It  certainly  is  the  finest 
river  in  the  Levant;  neither  Achelous,  Alpheus,  Acheron, 
Scamander  nor  Cayster,  approached  it  in  breadth  or  Ijeauty. 


156  NOTES  TO  CANTO  II.  OF 

27. 
And  fellow-countrymen  have  stood  aloof. 

Stanza  Ixvi.  line  8. 

Alluding  to  the  wreckers  of  Cornwall. 

28. 

the  red  wine  circling  fast. 

Stanza  Ixxi.  line  2. 

The  Albanian  Mussulmans  do  not  abstain  from  wine^,  and 
indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 


29. 
Each  Palikar  his  sahre from  him  cast. 

Stanza  Ixxi.  line  7. 

Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a  single  person, 
from  riaXixa^j,  a  general  name  for  a  soldier  amongst  the 
Greeks  and  Albanese  who  speak  Romaic — it  means  pro- 
perly "  a  lad." 

30. 
While  thus  in  concert,  c^-c. 

Stanza  Ixxii.  line  last. 

As  a  specimen  of  the  Albanian  or  Aruaout  dialect  of  the 
Illyric,  I  here  insert  two  of  their  most  popular  choral  songs, 
^^  hicl)  are  generally  chanted  in  dancing  by  men  or  women 
indiscriminately.  The  first  words  are  merely  a  kind  of 
chorus  without  meaning,  like  some  in  our  own  and  all  other 
languages. 
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1.  1. 

Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Lo,  Lo,  I  come,  I  come ;  be 

Naciarura,  popuso.  thou  silent. 


Naciarura  na  civin 
Ha  pe  nderini  ti  hin. 


I  come,  I  run ;  open  the  dooi' 
that  I  may  enter. 


Ha  pe  uderi  escrotini 
Ti  \in  ti  mar  servetini. 


Open  the  door  by  halves,  that 
I  may  take  my  turban. 


Caliriote  me  surme 
Ea  ha  pe  pse  dua  tive. 


Caliriotes'  with  the  dark  eyes, 
open  the  gate  that  I  may 
enter. 


Buo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
Gi  egem  spirta  esimiro. 


Lo,  Lo,  I  hear  thee,  my  soul. 


Caliriote  vu  le  funde 
Ede  vete  tunde  tunde. 


An  Arnaout  girl,  in  costly 
garb,  walks  with  graceful 
pride. 


Caliriote  me  surme 
Ti  mi  put  e  poi  mi  le. 


7. 
Caliriot  maid  of  the  dark  eyes, 
give  me  a  kiss. 


'  The  Albanese,  particularly  the  women,   are  frequently  termed 
"  Caliriotes  ;"  for  what  reason  I  inquired  in  vain. 
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Se  ti  puta  citi  mora 
Si  mi  ri  ni  veti  udo  gia. 


If  I  have  kissed  thee^  Avhat 
hast  thou  gained  ?  My  soul 
is  consumed  with  fire. 


9. 

Va  le  ni  il  che  cadale 
Celo  more,  more  celo. 


9. 
Dance  lightly,  more  gently, 
and  gently  still. 


10. 

Plu  hari  ti  tirete 
Plu  huron  cia  pra  seti. 


10. 
Make  not  so  much  dust  to 
destroy  your  embroidered 
hose. 


The  last  stanza  would  puzzle  a  commentator :  the  men 
have  certainly  buskins  of  the  most  beautiful  texture,  but 
the  ladies  (to  whom  the  above  is  supposed  to  be  addressed) 
have  nothing  under  their  little  yellow  boots  and  slippers 
but  a  well-turned  and  sometimes  very  white  ancle.  The 
Arnaout  girls  are  much  handsomer  than  the  Greeks,  and 
their  dress  is  far  more  picturesque.  They  preserve  their 
shape  much  longer  also,  from  being  always  in  the  open  air. 
It  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  Arnaout  is  not  a  written  lan- 
guage; the  Mords  of  this  song,  therefore,  as  well  as  the  one 
which  folloM's,  are  spelt  according  to  their  pronunciation. 
They  are  copied  by  one  who  speaks  and  understands  the 
dialect  perfectly,  and  who  is  a  native  of  Athens. 


1. 

Ndi  sefda  tinde  ulavossa 
Vettimi  upri  vi  lofsa. 


1. 

I  am  wounded  by  thy  love,  and 
have  loved  but  to  scorch 
myself. 
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2. 
Ah  vaisisso  mi  privi  lofse 
Si  mi  rini  mi  la  vosse. 


Thou  hast  cousumed  me !  Ah, 
maid!  thou  hast  struck  me 
to  the  heart. 


Uti  tasa  roba  stua 
Sitti  eve  tulati  dua. 


I  have  said  I  wish  no  dowry, 
but  thine  eyes  and  eye- 
lashes. 


Roba  stinori  ssidua 
Qu  mi  sini  vetti  dua. 


The  accursed  dowry  I  want 
not,  but  thee  only. 


0. 


Qurmini  dua  civileni 
Roba  ti  siarmi  tildi  eni. 


Give  me  thy  charms,  and  let 
the  portion  feed  the  flames. 


6.  C. 

Utara  pisa  vaisisso  me  simi  I  have  loved  thee,  maid,  with 

rin  ti  hapti  a  sincere   soul,  but  thou 

Eti  mi  hire  a  piste  si  gui  den-  hast  left  me  like  a  withered 

droi  tiltati.  tree. 


7. 
Udi  vura  udorini  udiri  cicova 

cilti  mora 
Udorini  talti   hollna  u  ede 

caimoni  mora. 


7. 
If  I  have  placed  my  hand  on 
thy  bosom,  what  have  I 
gained  ?  my  hand  is  with- 
drawn, but  retains  the 
flame. 
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I  believe  the  two  last  stanzas,  as  they  are  in  a  different 
measure,  ought  to  belong  to  another  ballad.  An  idea  some- 
thing similar  to  the  thought  in  the  last  lines  Mas  expressed 
by  Socrates,  whose  arm  having  come  in  contact  with  one  of 
his  "  viroKoXTfioi,"  Critobidus  or  Cleobulus,  the  philosopher 
complained  of  a  shooting  pain  as  far  as  his  shoulder  for  some 
days  after,  and  therefore  very  properly  resolved  to  teach  his 
disciples  in  future  without  touching  them. 


31. 
Tamhourgi!  Tamhourgi !  thy  'larum  afar,  Sfc. 

Song,  Stanza  1 .  line  1 . 

These  stanzas  are  partly  taken  from  different  Albanese 
songs,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  make  them  out  by  the  exposi- 
tion of  the  Albanese  in  Romaic  and  Italian. 


32. 
Remember  the  moment  when  PreiisafeU. 

Song,  Stanza  8.  line  1. 

It  was  taken  by  storm  from  the  French. 


33. 
Fair  Greece!  sad  relic  of  departed  worthy  Sfc. 

Stanza  Ixxiii.  line  1. 

Some  thmights  on  this  subject  will  be  found  in  the  sub- 
joined papers. 
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34. 
Spirit  of  freedom!  when  on  Phyle's  brow 
Thou  sal'st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train. 

Stanza  Ixxiv.  lines  1  and  2. 

Phyle,  which  commands  a  beautiful  new  of  Athens,  has 
still  considerable  remains:  it  was  seized  by  Thrasybulus 
previous  to  the  expulsion  of  the  Thirty. 


35. 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest. 

Stanza  Ixxvii.  line  4. 

When  taken  by  the  Latins,   and  retained   for  several 
years. — See  Gibbon. 


36. 
The  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil. 

Stanza  Ixxvii.  line  6. 

Mecca  and  Medina  were  taken  some  time  ago  by  the 
Wahabees,  a  sect  yearly  increasing. 

37. 
Thy  vales  of  ever-green,  thy  hills  of  snow. 

Stanza  Ixxxv.  line  3. 

On  many  of  the  mountains,  particularly  Liakura,  the 
snow  never  is  entirely  melted,  notwithstanding  the  intense 
heat  of  the  summer;  but  I  never  saw  it  lie  on  the  plains 
even  in  winter. 


VOL.   I. 


M 
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38. 
Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave. 

Stanza  Ixxxvi.  lines  1  and  2. 

Of  Mount  Pentelicus,  from  whence  the  marble  was  dug 
that  constructed  the  public  edifices  of  Athens.  The  modern 
name  is  Mount  Mendeli.  An  immense  cave  formed  by  the 
quarries  stUl  remains,  and  will  till  the  end  of  time. 

39. 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word. 

Stanza  Ixxxix.  line  7. 

"  Siste  Viator — heroa  calcas !"  was  the  epitaph  on  the 
famous  Count  Merci; — what  then  must  be  our  feelings 
when  standing  on  the  tumulus  of  the  two  hundred  (Greeks) 
who  fell  on  Marathon  ?  The  principal  barrow  has  recently 
been  opened  by  Fauvel;  few  or  no  relics,  as  vases,  &c.  were 
found  by  the  excavator.  The  plain  of  Marathon  was  offered 
to  me  for  sale  at  the  sum  of  sixteen  thousand  piastres,  about 
nine  hundred  pounds  !  Alas  ! — "  Expende — quot  libras  in 
duce  summo — invenies !" — was  the  dust  of  Miltiades  worth 
no  more?  it  could  scarcely  have  fetched  less  if  sold  by 
weiorht. 
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PAPERS  REFERRED  TO  BY  NOTE  33. 

I. 

Before  I  say  any  thing  about  a  city  of  which  every  body, 
traveller  or  not,  has  thought  it  necessary  to  say  something, 
I  will  request  Miss  Owenson,  when  she  next  borrows  an 
Athenian  heroine  for  her  four  volumes,  to  have  the  good- 
ness to  marry  her  to  somebody  more  of  a  gentleman  than  a 
"  Disdar  Aga,"  (who  by  the  by  is  not  an  Aga)  the  most 
impolite  of  petty  officers,  the  greatest  patron  of  larceny 
Athens  ever  saw,  (except  Lord  E.)  and  the  imworthy  oc- 
cupant of  the  Acropolis,  on  a  liandsome  annual  stipend  of 
150  piastres  (eight  pounds  sterling)  out  of  which  he  has 
only  to  pay  his  garrison,  the  most  ill-regulated  corps  in  the 
ill-regulated  Ottoman  Empire.  I  speak  it  tenderly,  seeing 
I  was  once  the  cause  of  the  husband  of  "  Ida  of  Athens" 
nearly  suffering  the  bastinado ;  and  because  the  said 
"  Disdar"  is  a  turbulent  husband,  and  beats  his  wife,  so 
that  I  exhort  and  beseech  Miss  Owenson  to  sue  for  a  se- 
parate maintenance  in  behalf  of  "  Ida."  Ha^-ing  premised 
thus  much,  on  a  matter  of  such  import  to  the  readers  of 
romances^  I  may  now  leave  Ida,  to  mention  her  birthplace. 

Setting  aside  the  magic  of  the  name,  and  all  those  asso- 
ciations which  it  would  be  pedantic  and  superfluous  to 
recapitulate,  the  very  situation  of  Athens  would  render  it 
the  favourite  of  all  who  have  eyes  for  art  or  nature.  The 
climate,  to  me  at  least,  appeared  a  perpetual  spring;  during 
eight  months  I  never  passed  a  day  without  being  as  many 
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hours  on  horseback  :  rain  is  extremelj'  rare,  snow  never  lies 
in  the  plains,  and  a  cloudy  day  is  an  agreeable  rarity.  In 
Spain,  Portugal,  and  every  part  of  the  East  which  I  visited, 
except  Ionia  and  Attica,  I  perceived  no  such  superiority  of 
climate  to  our  own ;  and  at  Constantinople,  where  I  passed 
May,  June,  and  j)art  of  July,  (1810)  you  might  "  damn  the 
climate,  and  complain  of  spleen,"  five  days  out  of  seven. 

The  air  of  the  Morea  is  heavy  and  unwholesome,  but  the 
moment  you  pass  the  isthmus  in  the  direction  of  Megara 
the  change  is  strikingly  perceptible.  But  I  fear  Hesiod 
will  still  be  found  correct  in  his  description  of  a  Boeotian 
winter. 

We  found  at  Livadia  an  "esprit  fort"  in  a  Greek  bishop, 
of  all  free-thinkers!  This  worthy  hypocrite  rallied  his  own 
religion  with  great  intrepiditj^  (but  not  before  his  flock)  and 
talked  of  a  mass  as  a  "  coglioueria."  It  was  impossible  to 
think  better  of  him  for  this;  b\it,  fcir  a  Boeotian,  he  was 
brisk  M  ith  all  his  absurdity.  This  phenomenon,  (with  the 
exception  indeed  of  Thebes,  the  remains  of  Chaeronea,  the 
plain  of  Platea,  Orchomenus,  Livadia,  and  its  nominal  cave 
of  Trophonius),  was  the  only  remarkable  thing  we  saw 
before  we  passed  Mount  Cithaeron. 

The  fountain  of  Dirce  turns  a  mill :  at  least,  my  com- 
panion (M'ho  resolving  to  be  at  once  cleanly  and  classical 
bathed  in  it)  pronounced  it  to  be  the  fountain  of  Dirce,  and 
any  body  who  thinks  it  worth  while  may  contradict  him. 
At  Castri  we  drank  of  half  a  dozen  streamlets,  some  not  of 
the  purest,  before  we  decided  to  our  satisfaction  which  was 
the  true  Castalian,  and  even  that  had  a  villanous  twang. 
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probably  from  the  snow,  though  it  did  not  throw  us  into  an 
epic  fever,  like  poor  Dr.  Chandler. 

From  Fort  Phyle,  of  which  large  remains  still  exist,  the 
Plain  of  Athens,  Pentelicus,  Hymettus,  the  JEgean,  and  the 
Acropolis,  burst  upon  the  eye  at  once;  in  my  opinion,  a 
more  glorious  prospect  than  even  Cintra  or  Istanibol.  Not 
the  view  from  the  Troad,  with  Ida,  the  Hellespont,  and  the 
more  distant  Mount  Athos,  can  equal  it,  though  so  superior 
in  extent. 

I  heard  much  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but  excepting  the 
view  from  the  monastery  of  Megaspelion  (which  is  inferior 
to  Zitza  in  a  command  of  country)  and  the  descent  from  the 
mountains  on  the  way  from  Tripolitza  to  Argos,  Arcadia 
has  little  to  recommend  it  beyond  the  name. 

"  Sternitvu*,  et  dulces  moriens  reminiscitur  Argos." 

Virgil  could  have  put  this  into  the  mouth  of  none  but  an 
Argive;  and  (with  i-everence  be  it  spoken)  it  does  not  de- 
serve the  epithet.  And  if  the  Polynices  of  Statins,  "  In 
mediis  audit  duo  litora  campis,"  did  actually  hear  both 
shores  in  crossing  the  isthmus  of  Corinth,  he  had  better 
ears  than  have  ever  been  worn  in  such  a  joiu*ney  since. 

"  Athens,"  says  a  celebrated  topographer,  "  is  still  the 
most  polished  city  of  Greece."  Perhaps  it  may  of  Greece, 
but  not  of  the  Greeks;  for  Joannina  in  Epirus  is  universally 
allowed,  amongst  themselves,  to  be  superior  iu  the  wealth, 
refinement,  learning,  and  dialect  of  its  inhabitants.  The 
Athenians  are  remarkable  for  their  "cunning;  and  the  lower 
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orders  are  not  improperly  characterized  in  that  proverb, 
wliich  classes  them  with  "  the  Jews  of  Salonica,  and  the 
Turks  of  the  Negropont." 

Among  the  various  foreigners  resident  in  Athens,  French, 
Italians,  Germans,  Ragusans,  &c.  there  was  never  a  dif- 
ference of  opinion  in  their  estimate  of  the  Greek  character, 
though  on  all  other  topics  they  disputed  with  great  acri- 
mony. 

Mr.  Fauvel,  the  French  consul,  who  has  passed  thirty 
years  principally  at  Athens,  and  to  whose  talents  as  an 
artist  and  manners  as  a  gentleman  none  who  have  known 
him  can  refuse  their  testimony,  has  frequently  declared  in 
my  hearmg,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve  to  be  eman- 
cipated ;  reasoning  on  the  grounds  of  their  "  national  and 
individual  depranty,"  while  he  forgot  that  such  depravity 
is  to  be  attributed  to  causes  which  can  only  be  removed  by 
the  measure  he  reprobates. 

Mr.  Roque,  a  French  merchant  of  respectability,  long 
settled  in  Athens,  asserted  with  the  most  amusing  graWty; 
"  Sir,  they  are  the  same  canaille  that  existed  in  the  days 
of  Themistocles !"  an  alarming  remark  to  the  "  Laudator 
temporis  acti."  The  ancients  banished  Themistocles;  the 
moderns  cheat  Monsieur  Roque :  thus  great  men  have  ever 
been  treated ! 

In  short,  all  the  Franks  who  are  fixtures,  and  most  of  the 
Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes,  &c.  of  passage,  came  over  by 
degrees  to  tlieir  opinion,  on  nnich  the  same  grounds  that  a 
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Turk  in  England  would  condemn  the  nation  by  wholesale, 
because  he  ^^as  wTonged  by  his  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by 
his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  little  staggering  when  the  Sieurs 
Fauvel  and  Lusieri,  the  two  greatest  demagogues  of  the 
day,  who  divide  between  them  the  power  of  Pericles  and  the 
popularity  of  Cleon,  and  puzzle  the  poor  Waywode  with 
perpetual  differences,  agreed  in  the  utter  condemnation, 
''  nulla  ^irtute  redemptum,"  of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and 
of  the  Athenians  in  particular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to  hazard  it, 
knowing,  as  I  do,  that  there  be  now  in  MS.  no  less  than 
five  tours  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of  the  most  threatening 
aspect,  all  in  typographical  array,  by  persons  of  wit,  and 
houoiu-,  and  regular  common-place  books :  but,  if  I  may  say 
this  without  offence,  it  seems  to  me  rather  hard  to  declare 
so  positively  and  pertinaciously,  as  almost  every  body  has 
declared,  that  the  Greeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will 
never  be  better. 

Eton  and  Sonnini  have  led  us  astray  by  their  panegyrics 
and  projects;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  De  Pauw  and  Thorn- 
ton have  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their  demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent ;  they  will  never 
be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God  forbid  they  ever 
should !  but  they  may  be  subjects  without  being  slaves. 
Our  colonies  are  not  independent,  but  they  are  free  and 
industrious,  and  such  may  Greece  be  hereafter. 
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At  present,  like  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  and  the  Jews 
throughout  the  Avorld,  and  such  other  cudgelled  and  he- 
terodox people,  they  suffer  all  the  moral  and  physical  ills 
that  can  afflict  humanity.  Their  life  is  a  struggle  against 
truth ;  they  are  vicious  in  their  own  defence.  They  are  so 
unused  to  kindness,  that  when  they  occasionally  meet  with 
it  they  look  upon  it  with  suspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beaten 
snaps  at  your  fingers  if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  "  They 
are  ungrateful,  notoriously,  abominably  ungrateful !" — this 
is  the  general  cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of  Nemesis !  for 
what  are  they  to  be  gratefid  ?  Where  is  the  human  being 
that  ever  conferred  a  benefit  on  Greek  or  Greeks.''  They 
are  to  be  grateful  to  the  Turks  for  their  fetters,  and  to  the 
Franks  for  their  broken  promises  and  lying  counsels.  They 
are  to  be  gi-ateful  to  the  artist  who  engraves  their  ruins, 
and  to  the  antiquary  who  carries  them  away :  to  the  tra- 
veller whose  janissary  flogs  them,  and  to  the  scribbler  whose 
journal  abuses  them  !  This  is  the  amount  of  their  obliga- 
tions to  foreigners. 
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II. 


Franciscan  Cojivent,  Athens,  January  23,  1811. 

Amongst  the  remnants  of  the  barbarous  policy  of  the 
earlier  ages,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  which  yet  exist  in 
different  countries;  whose  inhabitants,  however  divided  in 
religion  and  manners,  almost  all  agree  in  oppression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their  Negroes, 
and  under  a  less  bigoted  government,  may  probably  one 
day  release  their  Catholic  brethren  :  but  the  interposition  of 
foreigners  alone  can  emancipate  the  Greeks,  who,  otherwise, 
appear  to  have  as  small  a  chance  of  redemption  from  the 
Turks,  as  the  Jews  have  from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enough ;  at 
least  the  younger  men  of  Europe  devote  much  of  their  time 
to  the  study  of  the  Greek  writers  and  history,  which  would 
be  more  usefully  spent  in  mastering  their  own.  Of  the 
moderns,  we  are  perhaps  more  neglectful  than  they  deserve; 
and  while  every  man  of  any  pretensions  to  learning  is  tiring 
out  his  youth,  and  often  his  age,  in  the  study  of  the  lan- 
guage and  of  the  harangues  of  the  Athenian  demagogues 
in  favour  of  freedom,  the  real  or  supposed  descendants  of 
these  sturdy  republicans  are  left  to  the  actual  tyranny  of 
their  masters,  although  a  very  slight  effort  is  requii-ed  to 
strike  off  their  chains. 


170  NOTES  TO  CANTO  II.  OF 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their  rising 
again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would  he  ridiculous;  as 
the  rest  of  the  world  must  resume  its  barbarism,  after  re- 
asserting the  sovereignty  of  Greece :  but  there  seems  to  be 
no  very  great  obstacle,  except  in  the  apathy  of  the  Franks, 
to  their  becoming  an  useful  dependency,  or  even  a  free  state 
with  a  proper  guarantee; — under  correction,  however,  be  it 
spoken,  for  many  and  well-informed  men  doubt  the  practi- 
cability even  of  this. 

The  Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  though  they  are 
now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the  subject  of  thtir  jirobable 
deliverers.  Religion  recommends  the  Russians ;  but  they 
have  twice  been  deceived  and  abandoned  by  that  power, 
and  the  dreadful  lesson  they  received  after  the  Muscovite 
desertion  in  the  Morea  has  never  been  forgotten.  The 
French  they  dislike;  although  the  subjugation  of  the  rest 
of  Europe  will,  probably,  be  attended  by  the  deliverance  of 
continental  Greece.  The  islanders  look  to  the  English  for 
succour,  as  they  have  very  lately  possessed  themselves  of 
the  Ionian  republic,  Corfu  excepted.  But  whoever  appear 
with  arms  in  their  hands  will  be  welcome;  and  when  that 
day  arrives.  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Ottomans,  they 
cannot  expect  it  from  the  Giaours. 

But  instead  of  considering  what  they  have  been,  and 
speculating  on  m  hat  they  may  Ije,  let  us  look  at  them  as 
they  are. 

And  here  it  is  impossible  to  reconcile  the  contrariety  of 
itpinions:  some,  j)articularly  the  merchants,  decrying  the 
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Greeks  in  the  strongest  language;  others,  generally  tra- 
vellers, turning  periods  in  their  eulogy,  and  publishing  very 
curious  speculations  grafted  on  their  former  state,  which 
can  have  no  more  effect  on  their  present  lot,  than  the 
existence  of  the  Incas  on  the  future  fortunes  of  Peru. 

One  very  ingenious  person  terms  them  the  "  natural 
allies"  of  Englishmen;  another,  no  less  ingenious,  will  not 
allow  them  to  be  the  allies  of  any  body,  and  denies  their 
very  descent  fi-om  the  ancients;  a  third,  more  ingenious 
than  either,  builds  a  Greek  empire  on  a  Russian  foundation, 
and  realizes  (on  paper)  all  the  chimeras  of  Catherine  II. 
As  to  the  question  of  their  descent,  what  can  it  import 
whether  the  Mainotes  are  the  lineal  Laconians  or  not.? 
or  the  present  Athenians  as  indigenous  as  the  bees  of  Hy- 
mettus,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  to  which  they  once  likened 
themselves  ?  Wliat  Englishman  cares  if  he  be  of  a  Danish, 
Saxon,  Norman,  or  Trojan  blood  ?  or  who,  except  a  Welch- 
man,  is  afflicted  with  a  desire  of  being  descended  from 
Caractacus  ? 

The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in  the  good 
things  of  this  world,  as  to  render  even  their  claims  to 
antiquity  an  object  of  envy;  it  is  very  cruel,  then,  in  Mr. 
Thornton,  to  distiu-b  them  in  the  possession  of  all  that 
time  has  left  them;  viz.  their  pedigree,  of  which  they  are 
the  more  tenacious,  as  it  is  all  they  can  call  their  own. 
It  would  be  Morth  while  to  publish  together,  and  compare, 
the  M^orks  of  Messrs.  Thornton  and  De  Pauw,  Eton  and 
Sonnini ;  paradox  on  one  side,  and  prejudice  on  the  other. 
Mr.  Thornton  conceives  himself  to  have  claims  to  public 
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confidence  from  a  fourteen  years  residence  at  Pera;  perhaps 
he  may  on  the  subject  of  the  Turks,  but  this  can  give  him 
no  more  insight  into  the  real  state  of  Greece  and  her  in- 
habitants, than  as  many  years  spent  in  Wapping  into  that 
of  the  Western  Highlands. 

The  Greeks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Fanal ;  and  if  Mr. 
Thornton  did  not  oftener  cross  the  Golden  Horn  than  his 
brother  merchants  are  accustomed  to  do,  I  should  place  no 
great  reliance  on  his  information.  I  actually  heard  one  of 
these  gentlemen  boast  of  their  little  general  intercourse 
M'ith  the  city,  and  assert  of  himself  with  an  air  of  triumph, 
that  he  had  been  but  four  times  at  Constantinople  in  as 
many  years. 

As  to  Mr.  Thornton's  voyages  in  the  Black  Sea  with 
Greek  vessels,  they  gave  him  the  same  idea  of  Greece  as  a 
cruise  to  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  of  Johnny 
Grot's  house.  Upon  what  grounds  then  does  he  arrogate 
the  right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  a  body  of  men,  of 
whom  he  can  know  little  ?  It  is  rather  a  curious  cir- 
cumstance that  Mr.  Thornton,  who  so  lavishly  dispraises 
Pouqueville  on  every  occasion  of  mentioning  the  Turks,  has 
yet  recourse  to  him  as  authority  on  the  Greeks,  and  terms 
him  an  impartial  observer.  Now  Dr.  Pouqueville  is  as 
little  entitled  to  that  appellation,  as  Mr.  Thornton  to  confer 
it  on  him. 

The  fact  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  information  on 
the  subject  of  the  Greeks,  and  in  particular  their  literature, 
nor  is  there  any  probability  of  our  being  lx;tter  acquainted. 
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till  our  intercourse  becomes  more  intimate  or  their  inde- 
pendence confirmed :  the  relations  of  passing  travellers  are 
as  little  to  be  depended  on  as  the  invectives  of  angry  factors; 
but  till  something  more  can  be  attained,  we  must  be  content 
with  the  little  to  be  acquired  from  similar  sources'. 

However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  preferable  to 
the  paradoxes  of  men  who  have  read  superficially  of  the  an- 
cients, and  seen  nothing  of  the  moderns,  such  as  De  Pauw ; 
who,  when  he  asserts  that  the  British  breed  of  horses  is 
ruined  by  Newmarket,  and  that  the  Spartans  were  cowards 


»  A  word,  eii  passant,  with  Mr.  Thoraton  and  Dr.  Pouqueville; 
who  have  been  guilty  between  them  of  sadly  clipping  the  Sultan's 
Turkish. 

Dr.  Pouqucv-ille  tells  a  long  stoiy  of  a  Moslem  who  swallowed 
corrosive  sublimate  in  such  quantities  that  he  acquired  the  name  of 
"  Suleyman  Yeyen,"  i.  e.  quoth  the  Doctor,  "  Suleyman,  the  eater 
of  corrosive  sublimate."  "  Alia,"  thinks  Mr.  Thornton  (angry  with 
the  Doctor  for  the  fiftieth  time)  "  have  I  caught  you.'" — ^Theu,  in  a 
note  twice  the  thickness  of  the  Doctor's  anecdote,  he  questions  the 
Doctor's  proficiency  in  the  Turkish  tongue,  and  his  veracity  in  his 
own. — "  For,"  observes  Mr.  Tliornton  (after  inflicting  on  us  the 
tough  participle  of  a  Tiukit-h  verb)  "  it  means  nothing  more  than 
Suleyman  the  eater,  and  quite  cashiers  the  supplementary  sublimate." 
Now  both  are  right,  and  both  are  wrong.  If  Mr.  Tliopiton, 
when  he  next  resides  "  fourteen  years  in  the  factor),"  will  consult 
his  Turkish  dictionar^',  or  ask  any  of  his  Stamboline  acquaintance, 
he  will  discover  that  "  Suleyma'n  yeyen,"  put  together  discreetly, 
mean  the  "  Swallower  of  sublimate,"  without  any  "  Suleyman"  in  the 
case:  "  Suleyma"  signifying  "  corrosive  sublimate,"  and  not  being  a 
proper  name  on  this  occasion,  although  it  be  an  orthodox  name 
enough  with  the  addition  of  n.  After  ^Ir.  Thornton's  frequent  hints 
of  profound  Orientalism,  he  might  have  found  this  out  before  he  sang 
such  paeans  over  Dr.  Pouque^-ille. 

After  this,  I  think  "  Travellers  versus  Factors"  shall  be  our  motto, 
though  the  above  Mr.  Thornton  has  condemned  "  hoc  genus  omne," 
for  mistake  and  misrepresentation.  "  Ne  Sutor  ultra  crepidam," 
"  No  merchant  beyond  his  bales."  N.  B.  For  the  benefit  of  Mr. 
Thornton,  "  Sutor"  is  not  a  proper  name. 
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in  the  field,  betrays  an  equal  knowledge  of  English  horses 
and  Spartan  men.  His  "  philosophical  observations"  have 
a  much  better  claim  to  the  title  of  "  poetical."  It  could 
not  be  expected  that  he  who  so  liberally  condemns  some  of 
the  most  celebrated  institutions  of  the  ancient,  should  have 
mercy  on  the  modern  Greeks ;  and  it  fortunately  happens, 
that  the  absurdity  of  his  hypothesis  on  their  forefathers 
refutes  his  sentence  on  themselves. 

Let  us  trust,  then,  that  in  spite  of  the  prophecies  of  De 
Pauw,  and  the  doubts  of  Mr.  Thornton,  there  is  a  reason- 
able hope  of  the  redemption  of  a  race  of  men,  who,  whatever 
may  be  the  errors  of  their  religion  and  policy,  have  been 
amply  punished  by  three  centuries  and  a  half  of  captivity. 
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III. 

Athens,  Franciscan  Convent,  March  17,  1811. 

"  I  must  have  some  talk  with  this  learned  Theban." 

Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  to  this 
city  I  received  the  thirty-first  number  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review  as  a  great  favour,  and  certainly  at  this  distance  an 
acceptable  one,  from  the  captain  of  an  English  frigate  off 
Salamis.  In  that  number.  Art.  3.  containing  the  review  of 
a  French  translation  of  Strabo,  there  are  introduced  some 
remarks  on  the  modern  Greeks  and  their  literature,  with  a 
short  accovmt  of  Coray,  a  co-translator  in  the  French  version. 
On  those  remarks  I  mean  to  ground  a  few  observations, 
and  the  spot  where  I  now  write  will  I  hope  be  sufficient 
excuse  for  introducing  them  in  a  work  in  some  degree  con- 
nected with  the  subject.  Coray,  the  most  celebrated  of 
living  Greeks,  at  least  among  the  Franks,  was  born  at  Scio 
(in  the  Review  Smyrna  is  stated,  I  have  reason  to  think, 
incorrectly),  and,  besides  the  translation  of  Beccaria  and 
other  works  mentioned  by  the  reviewer,  has  published  a 
lexicon  in  Romaic  and  French,  if  I  may  trust  the  assurance 
of  some  Danish  travellers  lately  arrived  from  Paris;  but  the 
latest  we  have  seen  here  in  French  and  Greek  is  that  of 
Gregory  Zolikogloou'.     Coray  has  recently  been  involved 

'  I  have  iu  my  possession  an  excellent  Lexicon  "  TpiyXwo-o-ov," 
which  I  received  in  exchange  from  S.  G — ,  Esq.  for  a  small  gem  :  tny 
antiquarian  friends  have  never  forgotten  it,  or  forgiven  me. 
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in  an  unpleasant  controversy  witli  M.  Gail ',  a  Parisian 
commentator  and  editor  of  some  translations  from  the  Greek 
poetSj  in  consequence  of  the  Institute  having  awarded  him 
the  prize  for  his  version  of  Hippocrates  "  Hsp)  vSeHruuv,"  &c. 
to  the  disparagement,  and  consequently  displeasure,  of  the 
said  Gail.  To  his  exertions  literary  and  patriotic  great 
praise  is  undoubtedly  due,  but  a  part  of  that  praise  ought 
not  to  be  withheld  from  the  two  brothers  Zosimado  (mer- 
chants settled  in  Leghorn),  who  sent  him  to  Paris,  and 
maintained  him,  for  the  express  purpose  of  elucidating  the 
ancient,  and  adding  to  the  modern,  researches  of  his  coun- 
trymen. Coray,  however,  is  not  considered  by  his  country- 
men equal  to  some  who  lived  in  the  two  last  centuries; 
more  particularly  Dorotheus  of  Mitylene,  whose  Hellenic 
writings  are  so  much  esteemed  by  the  Gi-eeks  that  Miletius 
terms  him,  "  MeTO,  rov  QsKvSiSrjv  koc)  'Esvo^uivra.  dpla-hs 
'EXAijfvwv."  (P.  224.  Ecclesiastical  History,  vol.  iv.) 

Panagiotes  Kodrikas,  the  translator  of  Fontenelle,  and 
Kamarases,  Avho  translated  Ocellus  Lucanus  on  the  Universe 
into  French,  Christodoulus,  and  more  particularly  Psalida, 
whom  I  have  conversed  with  in  Joannina,  are  also  in  high 
repute  amon^  their  literati.  The  last-mentioned  has  pub- 
lished in  Romaic  and  Latin  a  work  on  "  True  Happiness," 
dedicated  to  Catherine  H.     But  Polyzois,  who  is  stated  by 

'  In  Gail's  pamphlet  against  Coray  he  talks  of  "  throv%'ing  the  inso- 
lent llelleniste  ont  of  the  windows."  On  this  u  Freneh  critic  exclaims, 
"  All,  my  God!  throw  an  Helleniste  out  of  the  window!  what  sacri- 
lefi;e!"  It  certainly  would  be  a  serious  business  for  those  authors 
who  dwell  in  the  attics :  but  I  have  quoted  the  passage  merely  to 
prove  the  similarity  of  style  among  the  controversialists  of  all  polished 
coinitries;  London  or  Edinburgh  could  hardly  j)arallel  this  Parisian 
ebullition. 
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the  reviewer  to  be  the  only  modern  except  Coray  who  has 
distinguished  himself  by  a  knowledge  of  Hellenic,  if  he  be 
the  Polyzois  Lampanitziotes  of  Yanina,  who  has  published 
a  number  of  editions  in  Romaicj  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  itinerant  vender  of  books;  with  the  contents  of 
which  he  had  no  concern  beyond  his  name  on  the  title- 
page,  placed  there  to  secure  his  property  in  the  pub- 
lication; and  he  was,  moreover,  a  man  utterly  destitute  of 
scholastic  acquirements.  As  the  name,  however,  is  not  un- 
common, some  other  Polyzois  may  have  edited  the  Epistles 
of  Aristaenetus. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  system  of  continental  block- 
ade has  closed  the  few  channels  through  which  the  Greeks 
received  their  publications,  particularly  Venice  and  Trieste. 
Even  the  common  grammars  for  children  are  become  too 
dear  for  the  lower  orders.  Amongst  their  original  works 
the  Geography  of  Meletius,  Archbishop  of  Athens,  and  a 
mvdtitude  of  theological  quartos  and  poetical  pamphlets  are 
to  be  met  with  :  their  grammars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three, 
and  four  languages  are  numerous  and  excellent.  Their 
poetry  is  in  rhyme.  The  most  singular  piece  I  have  lately 
seen  is  a  satire  in  dialogue  between  a  Russian,  English,  and 
French  traveller,  and  the  Way  wode  of  Wallachia  (or  Black- 
bey,  as  they  term  him),  an  archbishop,  a  merchant,  and 
Cogia  Bachi  (or  primate),  in  succession ;  to  all  of  whom 
under  the  Turks  the  ^vriter  attributes  their  present  de- 
generacy. Their  songs  are  sometimes  pretty  and  pathetic, 
but  their  tunes  generally  unpleasing  to  the  ear  of  a  Frank : 
the  best  is  the  famous  "  Asvls  Ttouhs  twv  'EWtJvuiv,"  by  the 
unfortunate  Riga.     But  from  a  catalogue  of  more  than  sixty 

VOL.   I.  N 
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authors,  now  before  me,  only  fifteen  can  be  found  who  have 
touched  on  any  theme  except  theology- 

I  am  entrusted  with  a  commission  by  a  Greek  of  Athens 
named  Marmarotouri  to  make  arrangements,  if  possible,  for 
printing  in  London  a  translation  of  Barthelemi's  Anacharsis 
in  Romaic,  as  he  has  no  other  opportunity,  unless  he 
despatches  the  MS.  to  Vienna  by  the  Black  Sea  and  Danube. 

The  reviewer  mentions  a  school  established  at  Hecatonesi, 
and  suppressed  at  the  instigation  of  Sebastiani :  he  means 
Cidonies,  or,  in  Turkish,  Haivali;  a  toAvn  on  the  continent, 
M'here  that  institution  for  a  hundred  students  and  three  pro- 
fessors still  exists.  It  is  true  that  this  establishment  was 
disturbed  by  the  Porte,  under  the  ridiculous  pretext  that 
the  Greeks  were  consti'ucting  a  fortress  instead  of  a  college; 
but  on  investigation,  and  the  payment  of  some  purses  to  the 
Divan,  it  has  been  permitted  to  continue.  The  principal 
professor,  named  Veniamin  (i.  e.  Benjamin),  is  stated  to  be 
a  man  of  talent,  but  a  fi-ee-thinker.  He  was  born  in  Lrcsbos, 
studied  in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  Hellenic,  Latin,  and  some 
Frank  languages;  besides  a  smattering  of  the  sciences. 

Though  it  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  farther  on  this 
topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  in  question,  I  cannot 
but  observe  that  the  reviewer's  lamentation  over  the  fall  of 
the  Greeks  appears  singiUar,  when  he  closes  it  with  these 
words :  "  the  change  Is  to  be  attributed  to  their  misfortunes 
rather  than  to  any  'physical  degradation.' "  It  may  be  true 
that  the  Greeks  are  not  physically  degenerated,  and  that 
Constantinople    contained    on    the    day  when    it    changed 
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masters  as  many  men  of  six  feet  and  upwards  as  in  the  hour 
of  prosperity ;  but  ancient  history  and  modern  politics  in- 
struct us  that  something  more  tlian  physical  perfection  is 
necessary  to  preserve  a  state  in  vigour  and  independence ; 
and  the  Greeks^  in  particular^  are  a  melancholy  example  of 
the  near  connexion  between  moral  degradation  and  national 
decay. 

The  renewer  mentions  a  plan  "  ive  believe"  by  Potemkin 
for  the  purification  of  the  Romaic,  and  I  have  endeavoured 
in  vain  to  procure  any  tidings  or  traces  of  its  existence. 
There  was  an  academy  in  St.  Petersburg  for  the  Greeks; 
but  it  was  suppressed  by  Paul,  and  has  not  been  revived  by 
his  successor. 

There  is  a  slip  of  the  pen,  and  it  can  only  be  a  slip  of 
the  pen,  in  p.  58.  No.  31.  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  where 
these  words  occur : — "  We  are  told  that  when  the  capital 
of  the  East  yielded  to  Sol y man" — It  may  be  presumed 
that  this  last  word  will,  in  a  future  edition,  be  altered  to 
Mahomet  II. '     The  "  ladies  of  Constantinople,"  it  seems. 


'  In  a  former  number  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  1808,  it  is  observed ; 
"  Lord  Byron  passed  some  of  his  early  years  in  Scotland,  where  he 
might  have  learned  that  pibroch  does  not  mean  a  bagpipe,  any  more 
than  duet  means  a  fiddle."  Queiy, — Was  it  in  Scotland  that  the 
young  gentlemen  of  the  Ediuburijh  Review  learned  that  Solyman 
means  Mahomet  II.  any  more  than  criticism  means  infallibility .' — 
but  thus  it  is, 

"  Csedimus  inque  %-icem  praebemus  crura  sagittis." 

The  mistake  seemed  so  completely  a  lapse  of  the  pen  (from  the  great 
similarity  of  the  two  words,  and  the  total  absence  of  error  from  the 
former  pages  of  the  literary  leviathan)  that  I  should  have  passed  it 
over  as  in  the  text,  had  I  not  perceived  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  much 
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at  that  period  spoke  a  dialect,  "  which  would  not  have  dis- 
graced the  lips  of  an  Athenian."  I  do  not  know  how  that 
might  be,  but  am  sorry  to  say  the  ladies  in  general,  and 
the  Athenians  in  particular,,  are  much  altered ;  being  far 
from  choice  either  in  their  dialect  or  expressions,  as  the 
M'hole  Attic  race  are  barbarous  to  a  proverb : 

"  fl  a9»iv«  Trprj%  yyfn 

In  Gibbon,  vol.  x.  p.  1 6 1 .  is  the  following_  sentence : — 
"  The  vulgar  dialect  of  the  city  was  gross  and  barbarous, 
though  the  compositions  of  the  church  and  palace  some- 
times affected  to  copy  the  purity  of  the  Attic  models." 
Whatever  may  be  asserted  on  the  subject,  it  is  difficult  to 
conceive  that  the  "  ladies  of  Constantinople,"  in  the  reign 
of  the  last  Caesar,  spoke  a  purer  dialect  than  Anna  Comnena 
wrote  three  centuries  before :  and  those  royal  pages  are  not 
esteemed  the  best  models  of  composition,  although  the 
princess  yXwrlav  tix^v  AKPIBflS  AtIiki^so-ocv.  In  the 
Fanal,  and  in  Yanina,  the  best  Greek  is  spoken :  in  the 
latter  there  is  a  flourishing  school  under  the  direction  of 
Psalida. 

There  is  now  in  Athens  a  pupil  of  Psalida's,  who  is 
making  a  tour  of  observation  through  Greece :  he  is  in- 
telligent, and  better  educated  tlian  a  fellow-commoner  of 


facetious  exultation  ou  all  such  detections,  particularly  a  recent  one, 
where  words  and  syllables  are  sul)jects  of  discjuisition  and  transposi- 
tion ;  and  the  above-mentioned  parallel  passage  in  my  owni  case  irre- 
sistibly propelled  me  to  hint  how  much  easier  it  is  to  be  critical  than 
correct.  'I'he  lientlrmen ,  having  enjoyed  many  a  triumph  on  sucli 
victories,  will  jiardly  besrudsie  me  a  sliglit  ovnlhii  for  the  present. 


CHILDE  HAROLD.  181 

most  colleges.     I  mention  this  as  a  proof  that  the  spirit  of 
inquiry  is  not  dormant  amongst  the  Greeks. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  Mr.  Wright,  the  author  of  the 
beautiful  poem  "  Horae  lonicee/'  as  qualified  to  give  details 
of  these  nominal  Romans  and  degenerate  Greeks,  and  also 
of  their  language :  but  Mr.  Wright,  though  a  good  poet 
and  an  able  man,  has  made  a  mistake  where  he  states  the 
Albanian  dialect  of  the  Romaic  to  approximate  nearest  to  the 
Hellenic :  for  the  Albanians  speak  a  Romaic  as  notoriously 
corrupt  as  the  Scotch  of  Aberdeenshire,  or  the  Italian  of 
Naples.  Yanina,  (where,  next  to  the  Fanal,  the  Greek  is 
purest)  although  the  capital  of  Ali  Pacha's  dominions,  is 
not  in  Albania  but  Epirus :  and  beyond  Delvinachi  in 
Albania  Proper  up  to  Argyrocastro  and  Tepaleen  (beyond 
which  I  did  not  advance)  they  speak  worse  Greek  than  even 
the  Athenians.  I  was  attended  for  a  year  and  a  half  by 
two  of  these  singular  mountaineers,  whose  mother  tongue 
is  Illyric,  and  I  never  heard  them  or  their  countrymen 
(whom  I  have  seen,  not  only  at  home,  but  to  the  amount 
of  twenty  thousand  in  the  army  of  Vely  Pacha)  praised 
for  their  Greek,  but  often  laughed  at  for  their  provincial 
barbarisms. 

I  have  in  my  possession  about  twenty-five  letters,  amongst 
which  some  fi'om  the  Bey  of  Corinth,  written  to  me  by 
Notaras,  the  Cogia  Bachi,  and  others  by  the  dragoman  of 
the  Caimacam  of  the  Morea  (Avhich  last  governs  in  Vely 
Pacha's  absence)  are  said  to  be  favourable  specimens  of  their 
epistolary  style.  I  also  received  some  at  Constantinople 
fi'om  private  persons,  written  in  a  most  hyperbolical  style, 
but  in  the  true  antique  character. 
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The  Reviewer  proceeds,  after  some  remarks  ou  the  tongue 
in  its  past  and  present  state,  to  a  paradox  (page  59)  on  the 
great  mischief  the  knowledge  of  his  own  language  has  done 
to  Coray,  who,  it  seems,  is  less  likely  to  luiderstand  the 
ancient  Greek,  because  he  is  perfect  master  of  the  modern  ! 
This  observation  follows  a  paragraph,  recommending,  in 
explicit  terms,  the  study  of  the  Romaic,  as  "  a  powerful 
auxiliary,"  not  only  to  the  traveller  and  foreign  merchant, 
but  also  to  the  classical  scholar;  in  short,  to  every  body 
except  the  only  person  who  can  be  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  its  uses :  and  by  a  parity  of  reasoning,  our  old  lan- 
guage is  conjectured  to  be  probably  more  attainable  by 
"  foreigners,"  than  by  ourselves !  Now  I  am  inclined  to 
think,  that  a  Dutch  Tjto  in  our  tongue  (albeit  himself  of 
Saxon  blood)  would  be  sadly  perplexed  with  "  Sir  Tristrem," 
or  any  other  given  "  Auchinlech  MS."  with  or  without  a 
grammar  or  glossary;  and  to  most  apprehensions  it  seems 
evident,  that  none  but  a  native  can  acquire  a  competent,  far 
less  complete,  knowledge  of  our  obsolete  idioms.  We  may 
give  the  critic  credit  for  his  ingenuity,  but  no  more  believe 
him  than  we  do  Sniollet's  Llsmahago,  who  maintains  that 
the  purest  English  is  spoken  in  Edinburgh.  That  Coray 
may  err  is  very  possible ;  but  if  he  does,  the  fault  is  in  the 
man  rather  than  in  his  mother  tongue,  which  is,  as  it  ought 
to  be,  of  the  greatest  aid  to  the  native  student. — Here  the 
Reviewer  proceeds  to  business  on  Strabo's  translators,  and 
here  I  close  my  remarks. 

Sir  W.  Drummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Lord  Aberdeen,  Dr. 
Clarke,  Captain  Leake,  Mr.  Gell,  Mr.  Walpole,  and  many 
others  now  in  England,  have  all  the  requisites  to  furnish 
details  of  this  fallen  people.     The  few  observations  I  have 
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offered  I  should  have  left  where  I  made  thenij  had  not  the 
article  in  question,  and  above  all  the  spot  where  I  read  it, 
induced  me  to  advert  to  those  pages  which  the  advantage 
of  my  present  situation  enabled  me  to  clear,  or  at  least  to 
make  the  attempt. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  wave  the  personal  feelings,  which 
rise  in  despite  of  me  in  touching  upon  any  part  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review;  not  fi*om  a  wish  to  conciliate  the  favour  of 
its  writers,  or  to  cancel  the  remembrance  of  a  syllable  I  have 
formerly  published,  but  simply  from  a  sense  of  the  impro- 
priety of  mixing  up  private  resentments  witli  a  disquisitioli 
of  the  present  kind,  and  more  particularly  at  this  distance 
of  time  and  place. 
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ADDITIONAL  NOTE,  ON  THE  TURKS. 

The  difficulties  of  travelling  in  Turkey  have  been  much 
exaggerated,  or  rather  have  considerably  diminished  of  late 
years.  The  Mussulmans  have  been  beaten  into  a  kind  of 
sullen  civility,  very  comfortable  to  voyagers. 

It  is  hazardous  to  say  much  on  the  subject  of  Turks  and 
Turkey ;  since  it  is  possible  to  live  amongst  them  twenty 
years  without  acquiring  information,  at  least  from  them- 
selves. As  far  as  my  own  slight  experience  carried  me  I 
have  no  complaint  to  make ;  but  am  indebted  for  many 
civilities  (I  might  almost  say  for  friendship),  and  much 
hospitality,  to  Ali  Pacha,  his  son  Veli  Pacha  of  the  Morea, 
and  several  others  of  high  rank  in  the  provinces.  Suleymau 
Aga,  late  Governor  of  Athens,  and  now  of  Thebes,  was  a 
bon  vivant,  and  as  social  a  being  as  ever  sat  cross-legged  at 
a  tray  or  a  table.  During  the  carnival,  when  our  English 
party  were  masquerading,  both  himself  and  his  successor 
were  more  happy  to  "  receive  masks"  than  any  dowager  in 
Grosvenor-square. 

On  one  occasion  of  his  supping  at  the  convent,  his  friend 
and  visitor,  the  Cadi  of  Thebes,  was  carried  from  table 
perfectly  qualified  for  any  club  in  Christendom ;  while  the 
worthy  Waywode  himself  triumphed  in  his  fall. 

In  all  money  transactions  with  the  Moslems,  I  ever 
found  the  strictest  honour,  the  highest  disinterestedness. 
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In  transacting  business  with  them,  there  are  none  of  those 
dirty  peculations,  under  the  name  of  interest,  difference  of 
exchange,  commission,  &c.  &c.  uniformly  foimd  in  applying 
to  a  Greek  consul  to  cash  bills,  even  on  the  first  houses  in 
Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  an  established  custom  in  the 
East,  you  will  rarely  find  yourself  a  loser ;  as  one  worth 
acceptance  is  generally  returned  by  another  of  similar  value 
— a  horse,  or  a  shawl. 

In  the  capital  and  at  court  the  citizens  and  courtiers  are 
formed  in  the  same  school  with  those  of  Christianity ;  but 
there  does  not  exist  a  more  honourable,  friendly,  and  high- 
spirited  character  than  the  true  Turkish  provincial  Aga, 
or  Moslem  country  gentleman.  It  is  not  meant  here  to 
designate  the  governors  of  towns,  but  those  Agas  who,  by  a 
kind  of  feudal  tenure,  possess  lands  and  houses,  of  more  or 
less  extent,  in  Greece  and  Asia  Minor. 

The  lower  orders  are  in  as  tolerable  discipline  as  the 
rabble  in  countries  with  greater  pretensions  to  cinlization. 
A  Moslem,  in  walking  the  streets  of  ovir  country-tovms, 
would  be  more  incommoded  in  England  than  a  Frank  in 
a  similar  situation  in  Turkey.  Regimentals  are  the  best 
travelling  dress. 

The  best  accounts  of  the  religion,  and  difi'erent  sects  of 
Islamism,  may  be  found  in  D'Olisson's  French ;  of  their 
manners,  &c.  perhaps  in  Thornton's  English.  The  Otto- 
mans, with  all  their  defects,  are  not  a  people  to  be  despised. 
Equal,  at  least,  to  the  Spaniards,  they  are  suj)erior  to  the 
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Portuguese.  If  it  be  difficult  to  pronounce  what  they  are, 
we  can  at  least  say  what  they  are  not:  they  are  not 
treacherous,  they  are  not  cowardly,  they  do  not  burn 
heretics,  they  are  not  assassins,  nor  has  an  enemy  advanced 
to  their  capital.  They  are  faithful  to  their  sultan  till  he 
becomes  unfit  to  govern,  and  devout  to  their  God  without 
an  inquisition.  Were  they  driven  from  St.  Sophia  to- 
morrow, and  the  French  or  Russians  enthroned  in  their 
stead,  it  would  become  a  question,  whether  Europe  woiild 
gain  by  the  exchange.  England  would  certainly  be  the 
loser. 

With  regard  to  that  ignorance  of  which  they  are  so  ge- 
nerally, and  sometimes  justly,  accused,  it  may  be  doubted, 
always  excepting  France  and  England,  in  what  useful  points 
of  knowledge  they  are  excelled  by  other  nations.  Is  it  in 
the  common  arts  of  life  }  In  their  manufactures  ?  Is  a 
Turkish  sabre  inferior  to  a  Toledo  ?  or  is  a  Turk  worse 
clothed  or  lodged,  or  fed  and  taught,  than  a  Spaniard.? 
Are  their  Pachas  worse  educated  than  a  Grandee .''  or  an 
Effendi  than  a  Knight  of  St.  Jago  ?     I  think  not. 

I  remember  Mahmout,  the  grandson  of  AH  Pacha,  asking 
whether  my  fellow-traveller  and  myself  were  in  the  upper 
(ir  lower  House  of  Parliament.  No\v  this  question  fi-om  a 
boy  often  years  old  proved  that  his  education  had  not  been 
neglected.  It  may  be  doubted  if  an  English  boy  at  that 
age  knows  the  difference  of  the  Divan  from  a  College  of 
Dervises ;  but  I  am  very  sure  a  Spaniard  does  not.  How 
little  Mahmout,  surrounded,  as  he  had  been,  entirely  by  his 
Turkisli  tutors,  had  learned  that  there  was  such  a  thing  as 
a  Parliament  it  were  useless  to  conjecture,  unless  we  sup- 
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pose  that  his  instructors  did  not  confine  his  studies  to  the 
Koran. 

In  all  the  mosques  there  are  schools  established,  which 
are  very  regularly  attended ;  and  the  poor  are  taught  Avith- 
out  the  church  of  Turkey  being  put  into  peril.  I  believe 
the  system  is  not  yet  printed  (though  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  a  Turkish  press,  and  books  printed  on  the  late  military 
institution  of  the  Nizam  Gedidd) ;  nor  have  I  heard  whether 
the  Mufti  and  the  Mollas  have  subscribed,  or  the  Caimacam 
and  the  Tefterdar  taken  the  alarm,  for  fear  the  ingenuous 
youth  of  the  turban  should  be  taught  not  to  "  pray  to  God 
their  way."  The  Greeks  also — a  kind  of  Eastern  Irish 
papists — have  a  college  of  their  own  at  Maynooth — no,  at 
Haivali ;  where  the  heterodox  receive  much  the  same  kind 
of  countenance  from  the  Ottoman  as  the  Catholic  college 
from  the  English  legislature.  Who  shall  then  affirm,  that 
the  Turks  are  ignorant  bigots,  when  they  thus  evince  the 
exact  proportion  of  Christian  charity  which  is  tolerated  in 
the  most  prosperous  and  orthodox  of  all  possible  kingdoms  ? 
But,  though  they  allow  all  this,  they  will  not  suffer  the 
Greeks  to  participate  in  their  privileges :  no,  let  them  fight 
their  battles,  and  pay  their  haratch  (taxes),  be  drubbed  in 
this  world,  and  damned  in  the  next.  And  shall  we  then 
emancipate  our  Irish  Helots .''  Mahomet  forbid  !  We  should 
then  be  bad  Mussulmans,  and  worse  Christians ;  at  present 
we  unite  the  best  of  both — Jesuitical  faith,  and  something 
not  much  inferior  to  Turkish  toleration. 
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Amongst  an  enslaved  people,  obliged  to  have  recourse  to 
foreign  presses  even  for  their  books  of  religion,  it  is  less  to 
be  wondered  at  that  we  find  so  few  publications  on  general 
subjects  than  that  we  find  any  at  all.  The  whole  number 
of  the  Greeks,  scattered  up  and  down  the  Turkish  empire 
and  elsewhere,  may  amount,  at  most,  to  three  millions; 
and  yet,  for  so  scanty  a  number,  it  is  impossible  to  discover 
any  nation  with  so  great  a  proportion  of  books  and  their 
authors,  as  the  Greeks  of  the  present  century.  "  Ay,"  but 
say  the  generous  advocates  of  oppression,  who,  while  they 
assert  the  ignorance  of  the  Greeks,  wish » Jo  prevent  them 
from  dispelling  it,  "  ay,  but  these  are  mostly,  if  not  all, 
ecclesiastical  tracts,  and  consequently  good  for  nothing." 
Well !  and  pray  what  else  can  they  write  about }  It  is  plea- 
sant enough  to  hear  a  Frank,  particularly  an  Englishman, 
who  may  abuse  the  government  of  his  ovm  country;  or  a 
Frenchman,  who  may  abuse  every  government  except  his 
own,  and  who  may  range  at  will  over  every  philosophical, 
religious,  scientific,  sceptical,  or  moral  subject,  sneering  at 
the  Greek  legends.  A  Greek  must  not  wi'ite  on  politics, 
and  cannot  touch  on  science  for  want  of  instruction ;  if  he 
doubts,  he  is  excommunicated  and  damned ;  therefore  his 
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countrymen  are  not  poisoned  with  modern  philosophy; 
and  as  to  morals,  thanks  to  the  Turks !  there  are  no  such 
things.  What  then  is  left  him,  if  he  has  a  turn  for  scrib- 
bling? Religion  and  holy  biography:  and  it  is  natural 
enough  that  those  who  have  so  little  in  this  life  should  look 
to  the  next.  It  is  no  great  wonder  then  that  in  a  catalogue 
now  before  me  of  fifty-five  Greek  writers,  many  of  whom 
were  lately  living,  not  above  fifteen  should  have  touched  on 
any  thing  but  religion.  The  catalogue  alluded  to  is  con- 
tained in  the  twenty-sixth  chapter  of  the  fourth  volume  of 
Meletius's  Ecclesiastical  History.  From  this  I  subjoin  an 
extract  of  those  who  have  written  on  general  subjects; 
which  will  be  followed  by  some  specimens  of  the  Romaic. 


LIST  OF  ROMAIC  AUTHORS'. 

Neophitus,  Diakonos  (the  deacon)  of  the  Morea,  has 
published  an  extensive  grammar,  and  also  some  political 
regulations,  which  last  were  left  unfinished  at  his  death. 

Prokopius,  of  Moscopolis  (a  town  in  Epirus),  has  written 
and  published  a  catalogue  of  the  learned  Greeks. 

Seraphin,  of  Periclea,  is  the  author  of  many  works  in  the 
Turkish  language,  but  Greek  character ;  for  the  Christians 

^  >  It  is  to  be  observed  that  tlie  names  given  are  not  in  clironolo- 
gical  order,  but  consist  of  some  selected  at  a  venture  from  amongst 
those  wlu)  flourished  from  the  taking  of  Constantinople  to  the  time 
of  Meletius. 
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of  Caramania  \rho  do  not   speak   Romaic,    but  read  the 
character. 

Eustathius  Psalidas,  of  Bucharest,  a  physician,  made  the 
tour  of  England  for  the  purpose  of  study  (x^ptv  iMOi^-ija-sujc)  : 
but  though  his  name  is  enumerated,  it  is  not  stated  that  he 
has  written  any  thing. 

Kallinikus  Torgeraus,  Patriarch  of  Constantinople;  many 
poems  of  his  are  extant,  and  also  prose  tracts,  and  a  ca- 
talogue of  patriarchs  since  the  last  taking  of  Constan- 
tinople. 

Anastasius  Macedon,  of  Naxos,  member  of  the  royal  aca- 
demy of  Warsaw.     A  church  biographer. 

Demetrius  Pamperes,  a  Moscopolite,  has  written  many 
works,  j)articularly  "  A  Commentary  on  Hesiod's  Shield  of 
Hercules,"  and  two  hundred  tales  (of  what,  is  not  specified), 
and  has  published  his  correspondence  with  the  celebrated 
George  of  Trebizond,  his  cotemporary. 

Meletius,  a  celebrated  geographer;  and  author  of  the  book 
from  whence  these  notices  are  taken. 

Dorotheus,  of  ]Mitylene,  an  Aristotelian  philosopher : 
his  Hellenic  works  are  in  great  repute,  and  he  is  esteemed 
by  the  moderns  (I  quote  the  words  of  Meletius)  ju,gTa  riv 
@8H.vSlSyjv  Koc)  "Bsvo^Mvla,  aptfOi  EAXyjviyv.  I  add  further, 
on  the  authority  of  a  well-informed  Greek,  that  he  was  so 
famous  amongst  his  countrpnen,  that  they  were  accustomed 

VOL.  I.  o 
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to  say,  if  Thucydides  and  Xenophon  Avere  wanting,  he  was 
capable  of  repairing  the  loss. 

Marinus  Count  Tharboures,  of  Cephalonia,  professor  of 
chemistry  in  the  academy  of  Padua,  and  member  of  that 
academy,  and  those  of  Stockholm  and  Upsal.  He  has  pub- 
lished, at  Venice,  an  account  of  some  marine  animal,  and  a 
treatise  on  the  properties  of  iron. 

Marcus,  brother  to  the  former,  famous  in  mechanics. 
He  removed  to  St.  Petersburg  the  immense  rock  on  which 
the  statue  of  Peter  the  Great  was  fixed  in  17G9.  See  the 
dissertation  which  he  published  in  Paris,  1777- 

George  Constantine  has  published  a  four-tongued  lexicon. 

George  Ventote ;  a  lexicon  in  French,  Italian,  and 
Romaic. 

There  exist  several  other  dictionaries  in  Latin  and 
Romaic,  French,  &c.  besides  grammars,  in  every  modern 
language,  except  English. 

Amongst  the  living  authors  the  follo^ving  are  most  cele- 
brated' : — 

Athanasius  Parios  has  written  a  treatise  on  rhetoric  in 
Hellenic. 

Christodoulos,  an  Acarnanian,  has  published,  in  Vienna, 
some  physical  treatises  in  Hellenic. 

'  These  names  are  not  taken  from  any  publication. 
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Panagiotes  Kodrikas,  an  Athenian,  the  Romaic  translator 
of  Fonteuelle's  "  Plurality  of  Worlds,"  (a  favourite  work 
amongst  the  Greeks),  is  stated  to  be  a  teacher  of  the  Hel- 
lenic and  Arabic  languages  in  Paris ;  in  both  of  which  he 
is  an  adept. 

Athanasius,  the  Parian,  author  of  a  treatise  on  rhetoric. 

Vicenzo  Damodos,  of  Cephalonia,  has  written  "  el;  to 
[j-sa-o^dfi^apov,"  on  logic  and  physics. 

John  Kamarases,  a  Byzantine,  has  translated  into  French 
Ocellus  on  the  Universe.  He  is  said  to  be  an  excellent 
Hellenist,  and  Latin  scholar. 

Gregorio  Demetrius  published,  in  Vienna,  a  geographical 
work:  he  has  also  translated  several  Italian  authors,  and 
printed  his  versions  at  Venice. 

Of  Coray  and  Psalida  some  account  has  been  already 
given. 
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GREEK  WAR  SONG'. 
1. 

^ET'TE,  TTaT^E;  tuIv  'EXXiiViuv  : 

0  xaTgoj  Tri;  lo^n;  »i>>9fV, 
a  J  ipavuJjWfV  a^ioi  exeivuiv 

•nav  juaf  Jwcav  TW  "■t;X'''' 
*Ai;  'nalmojj.iV  wviatiu.'; 

Toy  ^vyov  TTi;  Ti/favviJof. 
'ExJiJi'^o-ujju.sV  walfiio; 

xa9'  o.vEiJoj  ai<7-)(fOi'. 


meulzg  EXX^iVtuv  rayiujwtv' 
•nola^iluiy  lyQouiv  to  aTjurs 

(If  Tff^»I  UTTO  TTO^w'v. 


2; 
"oSiV  tiVflj  TuJv    EXXJivi«» 

irv£Li(U«7a  ts'xooTiio'/ufyrt, 

Tcuja  Xre&7f  'Tvo>iv- 
Vt'w  ^h'Vtiv  Tn;  creXTiiyxof  /^B  ; 

avtayBnTi  o'ka,  OjUO'j- 
Tr)v  /iTTaXofov  yiTtrTf, 

Xai  VIXMTE  irpo  TTaVTOU. 

Ta  b'lrXrt  af  Xtibi/xsy,  &C. 


'  A  translation  of  this  song  will  be  found  among  the  smaller  Poems, 
in  the  fourth  volume. 
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3. 

v'TTi/ov  \4\9a(yoi  ^aBvi ; 

TOt/  (ivipof  ivatiiifjihov 

^0?ff OV  Kltl  TfOfAfCO'j'. 

Ta  oVxa  aj  Xre'^iuusv,  &C. 


4. 

OTToy  fif  Taj  ®cpjj.ovv\a<; 

•Kokijxoy  avrog  xpoTti", 
xai  rovg  Tlifca;  afaii^it 

xat  avTuiv  xara  Kfarn' 
MfTpirexocioi/f  av^paj 

t'j  TO  XEVT^OV  Ttfoyuifit, 
xal  iug  Xf'uiv  9uiJ.iufj.tvof, 
tif  TO  at fj.a,  Ttiv  ^ovrii. 

Ta  o'irXa  rey  XabiujLttv,  &C. 
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ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 


'Puio-o-Of,  'AyxXoj,  xal  TaXXoj  xafxvovTf j  t^v  irtfiny^mf  Trig  'EXXaJof,  xat 
)3X£7rovTf;  friv  aSxia*  ariv  xarara^'V?  tlpwTtjo-av  xaTapx"?  'va  rpcsixov 
(ptXiXXlva  S<a  m  fxaSi/v  Triv  aiTi'aV,  fXET'  ajrov  I'va  fX»)Tg07roXiT»]V,  iiTa 
jva  ^Xa^i^'Tav,  itihto,  *va  wpayjuaTEi/TW,  xal  t»a  Trjos^wTW. 

EittI  fxre;,  co  ^iXlXXwre?  ttw;  (ffpfi;  t^v  axXafiav 
xai  T»;v  a7rapIyog>iToy  t3v  Toufxtuv  Tupavviav ; 
iriuf  rarj  It/Xreri  xai  t/S'p'Cfxa j  xai  (r>)J>ip3J!0'^iay 
TraiJuiv,  wafSfVuiv,  yvya»xcuv  a»wovf ov  ifSopsiav* 
Aev  eTcOai,  icru;  airiyovoi  Ixiivwv  Toiv  EXXtiviwv 
tSv  iXt'^Sf'piuv  xal  ffolwv  xal  t3v  ^iXoffaTpiccuv* 
xai  Triij  lx£?voi  aVidyrttTMl  hot.  ttH  IXtM^ipiaV, 
xai  Tw/:a  liraj  vvowtiaOai  el;  TcTOiav  Tug«vvi«y, 
xal  iro~ov  ytvo;  cu;  last;  laiaQn  ^tuTio-fxsvoy 
tif  TriV  (Tofiay»  ^■uia.f/.iri,  i'f  x'  oXa  c^axoucrf^fVJV. 

WWJ  yi7v  fXC6TaO'Tri(7ftT£  trfl  (flUTlVIV    EXX«ef4 

^re?a!  cue  tva  (rxs'X£9fOV,  iJ;  cxotjivtiv  XniJ.Tra.iav. 
'OfxiXfl,  (flXTrtTf  rffllXE,  tlTTJ  fAttf  TW  KiTiay : 
|uri  Kpvnrri;  Ti7roT>)f  r)«.uJv,  xji  t»ij  a-nofiav. 
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'o  *iae'aahnos. 

PuKTcr-ayx'Ko-yak'Kot,  'E\Xaj,  xai  oy^t  aXJ^oi, 
iTOv,  10 ;  Xet6,  tocov  ^Eya?.»i, 
y^v  Jl  aB'kia,  xrel  alalia 
a,^   ^M  afy^i(7£y  n  a.[ji.tt9i». 

tout'  f  i;  TO  ^trpov  Triv  oJ>)y»£ri 
avT^  g-via^ii  Tci  Tixia.  xpajEi, 
ro  va  irfoxoTTTOw  oXa  Ttpog-a^ii 

KCtl  TOTS    I'K'Tl'i^Sl  S'tJ  XEpJ»^£(. 
£i/f EU,  oTro'J  ''x^Et  viTv  TW  (fXoyi^El 
Ma*  oV'5  T0Xf;t.:i!7>j  va  T>)V  ^VTHriO*) 
-wayEi  rov  a  Jiv  X,"'f'f  '"'^^  xriVtv. 

The  above  is  the  commeucement  of  a  long  dramatic 
satire  on  the  Greek  priesthood,  princes,  and  gentry;  it  is 
contemptible  as  a  composition,  but  perhaps  curious  as  a 
specimen  of  their  rhjTne :  I  have  the  whole  in  MS.  but 
this  extract  will  be  foimd  sufficient.  The  Romaic  in  this 
composition  is  so  easy  as  to  render  a  version  an  insiilt  to 
a  scholar ;  but  those  who  do  not  understand  the  original 
will  excuse  the  following  bad  translation  of  what  is  in  itself 
indifferent. 
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TRANSLATION. 

A  Russian,  Englishman,  and  Frenchman  making  tlie  tour 
of  Greece,  and  observing  the  miserable  state  of  the 
country,  interrogate,  in  turn,  a  Greek  Patriot,  to  learn 
the  cause;  afterwards  an  Arclsbisliop,  then  a  Vlackbey', 
a  Merchant,  and  Cogia  Bachi  or  Primate. 

Thou  friend  of  thy  country  !  to  strangers  record 

Wliy  bear  ye  the  j^oke  of  the  Ottoman  Lord  ? 

Why  bear  ye  these  fetters  thus  tamely  display 'd, 

The  wrongs  of  the  matron,  the  stripling,  and  maid  ? 

The  descendants  of  Hellas's  race  are  not  ye  ! 

The  patriot  sons  of  the  sage  and  the  free. 

Thus  sprung  from  the  blood  of  the  noble  and  brave. 

To  vilely  exist  as  the  Mussulman  slave ! 

Not  such  were  the  fathers  your  annals  can  boast. 

Who  conquer'd  and  died  for  the  freedom  you  lost ! 

Not  such  was  your  land  in  her  earlier  hour. 

The  day-star  of  nations  in  wisdom  and  jwwer ! 

And  still  will  you  thus  unresisting  increase. 

Oh  shameful  dishonour !  the  darkness  of  Greece .'' 

Then  tell  us,  beloved  Achaean !  reveal 

The  cause  of  the  woes  which  you  cannot  conceal. 

'  \'lackl)ey,  Prince  of  \\';dlacliia. 
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The  reply  of  the  Philellenist  I  have  not  translated,  as  it 
is  no  better  than  the  question  of  the  travelling  triumvirate ; 
and  the  above  will  sufticiently  show  with  what  kind  of  com- 
position the  Greeks  are  now  satisfied.  I  trust  I  have  not 
much  injured  the  original  in  the  few  lines  given  as  faith- 
fully, and  as  near  the  "  Oh,  Miss  Bailey !  unfortunate  Miss 
Bailey  I"  measure  of  the  Romaic,  as  I  coidd  make  them. 
Almost  all  their  pieces,  above  a  song,  which  aspire  to  the 
name  of  poetry,  contain  exactly  the  quantity  of  feet  of 

"  A  captain  bold  of  Halifax  who  lived  in  countiy  quarters," 

which  is  in  fact  the  present  heroic  couplet  of  the  Romaic. 
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SCENE  FROM   o  ka*enes. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    ITALIAN    OF    GOLDONI    «Y 
SPERIDION    VLAXTI. 

S  K  H  N  H     KF'. 

HAATZIAA  Hf  Triv  7rd/:Ta*  Ta  yjtyia,  \a\  ol  aViuQiv. 

riAA.  ''il  ©ee!  a-na  to  TtapaOupi  fxa  Ifavi  va  dx«o-io  tw  if"'*^''  'J'" 
avJpoj  fJiU'  av  auTOf  fTvai  l^uS,  I'^fSaaa^  o-f  xaipov  va  tov  ^rvTpowiaccu. 
[^Ei/yaiVEi  Vvrej  JaXoj  awo  to  Ifyre^jiot.J  n«Xixapi,  TTtf  |U»  Ci  iragaxaXui 
TTOIOJ  ElVal  IjCEl"  tlj  IxElVHJ  TBf  ovTaJt;  ; 

AOYAt  TpE^j  yjfr\<7i^oi  av^pfj.  "Eva;  o  xt)p  E-JyE'vio;,  o  aWo;  o  xt)p 
MapTioj  NaTToXiTaVo;,  x«J  o  TpiTO;  o  Kvp  KoVTS  At'avJpo;  'ApjE'vTij- 

IIAA.  ('Avre/LAEira  Et;  avra;  Jev  Elvai  o  <I>Xtifjiiviof,  ov  o/uiu;  isv  aXXa^fV 
ovofxa.) 

AEA.      No  ^^  >]  xbXji  Tu'^t)  th  xJp  EjyEVitf.      [lIiviuVTa;.] 

OAOI.     Na  If^,  voc  ^:j. 

IIAA.  (Avto;  flvai  o  avJpaj  fj-u  X"'f'J  «XXo.)  KreXf  avSpcuTrt,  xiijUE  |u« 
Tr;v  ■)(^apiv  va  jw.£  (7uvTpo(p£v'(7>if  aTTavw  £ij  ajTi5;  Taf  a.(p£VTa5£;,  07r«  ^eXw 
va  Ti?;  •jtai^ui  juiav.     [flgo;  tov  JbXov.] 

AOT.  'Opttr/xo;  o-re;*  (<7-liv>i9i(T//.e'vov  off/xiov  Tuiv  JbXei/tSv.)  [Triv  If/.Tta^ti 
a.7ro  Ti  Ifya^nfi  T»  TfaiyviJiB.] 

PIA.  KapJia,  xapJia,  xaf^iETE  xaXriv  xagSiav,  Jev  fTvai  tiwotej.  rnpo; 
Trjv  BiTTopiav.] 

IJIT.      Eyui  nluBdl'^iJ.a.i  7r3j  airsSatViu.     [St/vsp'^^ETai  £i;  tov  /avTOV  Ttjj.] 
'Atto  Ta  TiajaSi/ja   Tuiv  uvTa^uuv  ifaivoVTaj  oXot,  oir«  (r»)x6vit'VTai 
awo  TO  TfaTTEcfi  <jvyyj,a(Myoiy  iiot  tov  ^a^vKTfxov  th  Afav^ps 
pKiitwnag  TW  nXaT^tia,  x«i   iSiktI  «yTo;  ifi^vic  iiwj  S'/Xei 

va*   T»jV  .pOV!l/(7»).] 
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EYr.     Oxi>  raSlTf. 

MAP.     Mnv  xa|utv£T£. . . 

AEA.      Sixui,  <puyi  a'u'  Jd'w. 

ITAA.  BoJjSfia,  ^onOsttx.  [0;Jy£i  awo  Triv  irxaXaV)  o  Asav^po;  S'/Xst  va  Tnv 
axoXa^Ticrti  jul  <ro  cnadl,  xal  o  Ejy.  tov  jSaj-a.] 

TPA.  [Me  eW  WiaTo  |U£  ipayl  e'j  jut'av  •niTC^ira  1tr\ta  am  to  wapaSJpi, 
xat  (ftoyEJ  tjf  Tov  xa|)EV£.] 

riAA.      [Kuyahit  a-no  to   loya^iioi    tb  TraiyvjJia  Tgf^uiVTa;,  xal  i|)£uy£i  £ij 

TO  X«l"-] 

ETr.  [Me  afjj.rira,  cl;  to  ^(^Ept  ffooj  ^ia9£VT£t/<7iv  Trif  HXaT^fiaj,  IvavTt'ov 
TB  AsavJotf,  oTTu  TriV  KtiTaTpiyji^ 

MAP.  [E-Jyai'vEJ  v.a\  a-jTo;  (riya,  aiya,  «7ro  to  tgyas-Tigi,  Jtai  ffi/yfi 
XsytcvTa;.]     Rumores  fiige.     ['p»fx6f£;  ipKyE.]  ' 

Oi  AaXoi.      f'ATTo  TO  sfya.g-f,ft  aTttpal  f!;  to  X"*^'*  "'*'  tXfiav  T»)V  irogTav.j 

BIT.      [Me'vei  tig  TOV  wt(fm  ^ori9ri[j.'.yn  nm  tov  'PiJ6X(poy.] 

AEA.  AotTETE  TOTTov*  ^iXto  voJ  '|u.?a)  VC6  EfAcoi  (Ig  Ixeivo  to  X"*"'*  [^^^  "^^ 
criiaffl  e';  to  ^^'f  hayTiai  Ta  Et;'yEV(«.] 

ETr.  'Ovi,  ftri  yhoiro  wots''  fro-osi  tvcsc  (rXJijoxagJo;  IvaVTiov  TJi;  yt^vaixoj 
era,  Kal  iyw  ^cXzi  tw  lia^aziv<Tai  wg  e'g  to  uVfgov  a,Ty.a. 

AEA.  2a  !«afAViu  ogxoy  wwj  S's'Xti  to  |HETreVoiujo-wf.  [KiVJjya  tov  Euysviov 
^  TO  a'ira,9i.\ 

ETr.  Aev  o-£  (poSSfjiai,  [KaTaTpj'x"  tov  Asavi^av,  yua  Toy  ^la^ii  vx 
ffvfdn  oiitiTui  Too-oy,  oira  iv^ioTUUllTag  avoiXTov  to  <7Tin7t  Tiif  x°f '''''■p'"?*  £/^^aiV£j 
f'f  auTo,  xal  (TiuvETai.J 

'  Aoyof  XaTiVixof,  oto  ^eXe*  vd  Aitn'  (fEuyf  Tarf  avyy^aig. 
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TRANSLATION. 

Platz'ida  from  the  Door  of  the  Hotel,  and  the  Others. 

Pla.  Oh  God !  from  the  window  it  seemed  that  I  heard 
my  husband's  voice.  If  he  is  here,  I  have  arrived  in 
time  to  make  him  asliamed.  \_A  Servant  enters  from 
the  Shopr\  Boy,  tell  me,  pray,  who  are  in  those 
chambers. 

Serv.  Three  gentlemen:  one,  Signor  Eugenio;  the  other 
Signor  Martio,  the  Neapolitan;  and  the  third,  my  Lord, 
the  Count  Leander  Ardenti. 

Pla.  Flaminio  is  not  amongst  these,  unless  he  has 
changed  his  name. 

Leander.  \_fFithin  drinking.']  Long  live  the  good  for- 
tune of  Signor  Eugenio. 

[^The  whole  Company,  Long  live,  &c.]      (Literally, 
Na  ^r,',  va,  ^i;.  May  he  live.) 

Pla.  Without  doubt  that  is  my  husband.  \To  the  Serv7\ 
My  good  man,  do  me  the  favour  to  accompany  me  above 
to  those  gentlemen :  I  have  some  business. 

Serv.  At  your  commands.  \_Asider\  The  old  office  of  us 
waiters.     \_He  goes  oiit  of  the  Gaming- Ho  use.] 

Ridolpho.  [[To  Victoria  on  another  part  of  the  stage.] 
Courage,  courage,  be  of  good  cheer,  it  is  nothing. 
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Victor  in.  I  feel  as  if  about  to  die.    \_Leaning  on  him  as 
if  fainting. ~\ 

\_Froiu  the  windows  above  all  within  are  seen  rising 
from  table  in  confusion:  Leander  starts  at  the 
sight  of  Platzida,  and  appears  by  his  gestures  to 
threaten  her  Hfe."^ 

Eugenio.  No,  stop 

Martio.  Don't  attempt 


Leander.  Away,  fly  from  hence  ! 

Pla.  Help!  Help!  \_FHes  down  the  stairs,  Leander 
attempting  to  follow  with  his  sword,  Eugenio  hinders 
him.'\ 

[[Trappola  with  a  plate  of  meat  leaps  over  the  halccny 
from  the  window,  and  runs  into  the  Coffee-Houser\ 

QPlatzida  runs  out  of  the  Gaming-House,  and  takes 
shelter  in  the  HotelT^ 

[^Martio  steals  softly  out  of  the  Gaming-Hoiise,  and 
goes  off  ea^claiming,  "  Rumores  fuge."  The  Servants 
from  the  Gaming-House  enter  the  Hotel,  and  shut  the 
doorr\ 

[^^  ictoria  remains  in  the  Coffee-House  assisted  by  Ri- 
dolpho.3 

[^Leander  sword  in  hand  opposite  Eugenio  exclaims. 
Give  \ray — I  will  enter  that  hotel.] 

Eugenio.  No,  that  shall  never  be.  You  are  a  scoundrel 
to  your  wife,  and  I  m  ill  defend  her  to  the  last  tlrop  of  my 
blood. 

Leander.  I  will  give  you  ciiuse  to  repent  this.  [^Menacing 
with  his  sword. 1 
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Eugen'io.  I  fear  you  not.  [_He  attacks  Leander,  and 
mahes  him  give  back  so  much  that  finding  the  door  of  the 
dancing  girl's  house  open,  Leaucler  escapes  through,  and  so 
finishes. ~\  '. 

'  XiJvflat — "  finishes" — awkwardly  enough,  but  it  is  the  literal 
translation  of  the  Romaic.  The  original  of  this  comedy  of  Goldoni's 
1  never  read,  but  it  does  not  appear  one  of  his  best.  "  II  Bugiardo" 
is  one  of  the  most  lively ;  but  I  do  not  think  it  has  been  translated 
into  Romaic:  it  is  much  more  amusing  than  our  own  "  Liar,"  by 
Foote.  Tlie  character  of  Lelio  is  better  drawn  than  Young  Wilding. 
Goldoni's  comedies  amount  to  fifty ;  some  perhaps  the  best  in  Europe, 
and  others  the  worst.  His  life  is  also  one  of  the  best  specimens  of 
autobiography,  and,  as  Gibbon  has  obsen'ed,  "  more  dramatic  than 
any  of  his  plays."  The  above  scene  was  selected  as  containing  some 
of  the  most  familiar  Romaic  idioms,  not  for  any  wit  which  it  displays, 
since  there  is  more  done  than  said,  the  greater  part  consisting  of 
stage  directions.  The  original  is  one  of  the  few  comedies  by  Goldoni 
which  is  without  the  buffoonciy  of  the  speaking  Harlequin. 
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AIA'AOrOI  'OIKIAKOI. 


FAMILIAR  DIALOGUES. 


Aia  vci  ^nKtrv;  tya  icfayjj.u. 


To  ask  for  (my  thing. 


2aj  'jiafa.KaXw ,  ioaili  jL4£  av  op'^slf.  I  pray  you,  give  me  if  you  please. 

Olpt?!  jixE.  Bring  me. 

A'iV£i<7El£  jUE.  Lend  me. 

Uriyaiyele  va  ^rtTWsh.  Go  to  Seek. 

Twpa  £v9u;.  Now  directly. 

''il  cixfiSi  jMi  Ki/'pjE,  Kafj-slc  fAE  aJl^v  My  dear  Sir,  do  me  this  favour. 

'Eyiu  caf  TrrefaxaXuT.  I  entreat  you. 

'Eytu  (7af  l^ofxi^ui.  I  conjure  you. 

'Eytu  traj  to  |[>)1io  Jia  x*/"^-  I  ^^^  i*  ^^  y*^  ^S  a  favour. 

'f-nayjuiatli  jue  eij  t6(7ov.  Oblige  me  so  much. 


Aoyftt  Eou;7i}io?,  )j  ay(i7r»if. 
Zurh  fAU. 

^Ayavnli  fj-u,  axpiSs  /uv. 
KapJi7(^a  fAU. 
'Ayf47r»i  |U.B. 


Affectionate  expressions. 

My  life. 
My  dear  soul. 
My  dear. 
My  heart. 
My  love. 


To  thank,  pay  compliments,  and 
testify  7-egard. 


'Eyio  craf  ti/'xafT'". 

2ac  I'lU-ai  vTroxpsoj  >ca7a  ttoXXw. 


I  thank  you. 

I  return  you  thanks. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you. 
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'Eyu?  S'/Xu)  TO  ■x.a.f/.ii  fJ.i1A  yjt^cli;. 
Mf  oXw  |ua  TW  KUfiiav. 
Me  xaXiiv  fJin  JtasJiav. 

ETjCiai  oXof  ISixoj  <j«j. 
ETf>iai  JsXo;  o-a;. 
TaTtimlalo;  JaXo;. 
Er^- J  xwJa  TioXXa  lyyjvtxo;. 
rioXXre  ■nnoa^KrQi. 

To  f^iu  ^(a   X"'^'^    f*"  ^'^^    ''^"^    ^''" 

Xtii<?u>. 
Errs  ivyiii'ii.o;  xai  tvitsoa-nyop;. 
Avlo  iTycti  tt^eVo)'. 
tJ  S'e'xeIe  ;  T»  oji^tli  J 

laf  7r«£«xaXit  va  |M.£  lAilayjiol^iuBs 

Xa'pif  tteoitoiikte;. 

Xre;  ayaTtiu  l^  oXif  (jta  xagJiaf. 

K«l  fyiu  OfAoi'w;. 

TifXTK/ili  jUE  7«r;  TToocayafj  (TMf. 

"E'x.f^t  TiBo7£i;  Va  /Lt£  "Kso^a^ili ; 

Tl^ag-a^ili  tov  ^i7Xov  (7re;. 

ngoc^EVu)  T£^j  TTpocaycif  caj. 

Me  aafJ-Vih  fXiycO^ni  TlfjCrft, 

<l>9dvsv  ^  7r£oi7i9r>i(7£f  ffre  J  TrreoftXfflXw. 

noo(7XL/Vr'(r£l£  lx|Uisgaf  jUK  tov  upyjiyla, 

>;  TOV  x'Jf'iov. 
BEbaicuffEjE'  TOV  TTw;  TOV  tyBvixSfj.a.1. 
BiSai(v(Tili  TOV  TTwj  TOV  ayaTTw. 
Aev  ^f'Xiu  XfJ'4-£i  va  T»  TO  Eiirw. 
nfo<7XvV)ijua7a  Ijj  Triv  k(yj>ittcraay. 
T\r\'^oc'at]c  iixV(o<t9iI  x«i  tra;  rlxoXu^w. 


I  will  do  it  with  pleasure. 

■With  all  my  heart. 

IMost  cordially. 

I  am  obliged  to  you. 

I  am  wholly  yours. 

I  am  your  servant. 

Your  most  humble  servant. 

You  are  too  obliging. 

You  take  too  much  trouble. 

I  have  a  pleasure  in  ser\'ing  you. 

You  are  obliging  and  kind. 

That  is  nght. 

^ATiat  is  your  pleasure  ?  M'hat  are 

your  commands  ? 
I  beg  you  will  treat  me  freely. 

Without  ceremony. 
I  love  you  with  all  my  heart 
And  I  the  same. 

Honour  me  with  your  commands. 
Have  you  any  commands  for  me  ? 
Command  your  servant. 
I  wait  your  commands. 
You  do  me  great  honour. 
Not  so  much  ceremony  I  beg. 
Present  my  respects  to  the  gentle- 
man, or  his  lordship. 
Assure  him  of  my  remembrance. 
Assure  him  of  my  friendship. 
I  will  not  faU  to  tell  him  of  it. 
I\Iy  compliments  to  her  ladyship. 
Go  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 
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'H^ivpw  xreXa  to  yji'i^  fjm- 
H^iugu)  TO  joiai  fxa. 
Ml    Kafxysh  va  hlfiTiu/jji,at  [jlI   Ta7j 

Totrais  9iXo;pgo(rtivaJj  era;, 
©iXch  Xoiirov  va  xa/uai  joiiav  a^jtio- 

'TTTctytu  ij^'KoaaOa  iioi  vos  to  j  i/7raxt«7ui. 
Ala  va  MifJiM  iht  wpof  fsyiv  tra;. 
aJv  ayantui  To^atg  Trtpiwoiicfft 

AfV  tTlUai   {-sXeiuiJ  TrEOITTOllllXOf. 

Ali7o  frva<  TO  xaXi7E^ov. 
Toaov  TO  xr«Xi7sgov. 
*E)(_£l£  Xoyov  'x^^t  Jixaioy. 


I  well  know  my  duty. 
I  know  my  situation. 
You  confound  me  with  so  much 

civility. 
Would  you  have  me  then  be  guilty 

of  an  incivility  ? 
I  go  before  to  obey  you. 
To  comply  with  your  command. 
I  do  not  like  so  much  ceremony. 
I  am  not  at  all  ceremonious. 
This  is  better. 
So  much  the  better. 
You  are  in  the  right. 


Air«   va  (btSaiwcng,  vc?  a,^\r\Qr\g,    v«  To  affirm,  ilenij,  consent,  cjjc. 

avynaHciiivang,  xrel  t^. 


Ervftj  <lX>)9ivov,  ityai  nKiSig'alTt. 
Aim  v»  t«j  tiTTuj  iny  aKnSnav. 
"Ovloif,  tl^ri  cTyat. 

Asv  ihui  TloiTuig  a/j.'Pi^o'Ktu. 
To  TTi^Evtu,  Jev  to  'rrig-ii/uj. 
Alyui  To  vai. 
Alytu  TO  o^t. 
BfixXu)  j-i^lfAa  o7»  sTvrti. 
BrlXXw  g-iyjifjiM  oil  ifv  £01051  n^ti. 
Nrei,  jUM  Trjy  TTiV'V  jMi- 
El,  TW  (7t/VSlJ»;Tiv  |U,». 

Mb  Tnv  ^wnv  [JLU. 
Nai,  (Tec;  ofxvuiu. 

2af  ofxyvui  uiady  Tt^xtijufvoj  avSptuTTSj. 
VOL.  1. 


It  is  true,  it  is  very  true. 
To  teU  you  the  truth. 
Really,  it  is  so. 
"HTio  doubts  it  ? 
There  is  no  doubt. 
I  believe  it,  I  do  not  believe  it. 
I  say  yes. 
I  say  no. 
I  wager  it  is. 
I  wager  it  is  not  so. 
Yes,  by  my  faith. 
In  conscience. 
By  my  life. 
Yes,  I  swear  it  to  you. 
I  swear  to  you  as  an  honest  man. 
1' 
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'llS'fXa  ^aX>)  ^i-)(jjfj(.a  'oil  ^eXili  hn 

Ttf7o. 

Mri  tJ^^  Ka\  ag-u^KrOi  {yji^uliviii)  ; 

'0/otiXfi1f  jU£  ra  oXa  o"af ; 

'Eyu)  (jS;  0|UiX(2  jwe  Ta  oXre  i/.u,  v.n\ 

<ra;  \syui  -rrii  &\ii9iiav. 
'Eyw  era;  to  ^ibaicu'vw. 
To  t7rfO<pt)7jii(7f1f. 
To  liiiiiiiyjlt. 

Aulo  Jev  sTvai  aii;va7ov. 

To  XoJTTov  «f  tTvai  (WE  xaXrjv  luprev. 

KnXa,  xaXa. 

Aev  jrvon  ilXiSjvov. 

ElvaJ  4.£i;Jff. 

AfV  trvai  TtTTolej  (iiro  au'lo. 

ETvni  tva  ■\'fjlog  (u.ia  u.ital'n- 

'Eyuj  a^Ei'^Ojaav  (l^op«7fi;re.) 

Eyto  TO  trwa  ^la  nl  yikaaw. 
Tn  uX>)dcia. 
Me  afiaii  Haiti  7roXXt»\ 
Si/yxalavtuiu  sij  Ta7o. 
At  Jul  Trjv  -(l/rif  oy  |U,h. 
AcV  ayltg-iKOiJi.ai  tif  t«7o. 
Eijuai  cufxipiuvojj  Ix  crti/x|)aVB. 
'Eyu)  Jev  3'eXw. 

EyiJ  <'vrev7iu)vo/xai  e';  Ttf7o. 


I  swear  to  you  on  my  honour. 

Believe  me. 

I  can  assure  you  of  it. 

I  would  lay  what  bet  you  please  on 

this. 
Your  jest  by  chance  ? 
Do  you  speak  seriously  ? 
I  speak  seriously  to  you,  and  tell 

you  the  truth. 
I  assure  you  of  it. 
You  have  guessed  it. 
You  have  hit  upon  it. 
I  believe  you. 
I  must  believe  you. 
This  is  not  impossible. 
Then  it  is  very  welL 
'SVell,  weU. 
It  is  not  true. 
It  is  false. 

There  is  nothing  of  this. 
It  is  a  falsehood,  an  imposture. 
I  was  in  joke. 
I  said  it  to  laugh. 
Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  much. 
I  agree  with  you. 
I  give  my  assent. 
I  do  not  oppose  this. 
I  agree. 
I  wiU  not. 
I  object  to  this. 
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Aire  va  crv^SaT^svGni,  va  g-oyjio-Qni;,        To  conmlt^  co)is>/ier,  or  resolve. 


Ti  TTfi'wii  let,  v.tt,[j.uj ij.iy  ; 
T'l  ^d  xajixcu|U£V ; 

'Ottoiov  TpoTToy  ^iXofjiiy  fjiila-^upiaSn 

Aj  xajUWjWEV  £7(^ti. 

Erva«  xaXilfgov  lyu?  va 

^laOnti  oXiyov. 

AfV  (jSfXtv  ffvaj  xaXilfPov  va — ; 

Eyuj  ayaimla  nakihpa. 
©iXfJf  \a.fj.ii  yiCiXilipa  dv 

*Av  v/otav  il;  Tov  tottov  caj  i'yw — 
Ervaf  TO  iSioy. 


What  ought  we  to  do  ? 
MTiat  shall  we  do? 
"WTiat  do  you  advise  me  to  do  • 
What  part  shall  we  take  ? 

I/et  us  do  tliis. 

It  is  better  that  I 

Wait  a  little. 

Would  it  not  be  better  that — 

I  wish  it  were  better. 

You  will  do  better  if 

Let  me  go. 

If  I  were  in  your  place,  I 

It  is  the  same. 
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The  reader  hy  the  specimens  below  will  be  enabled  to  compare  the 
modern  with  the  ancient  tongue. 

PARALLEL  PASSAGES  FROM  ST.  JOHN'S  GOSPEL. 


Neov. 

Ktfa'K.  1%. 

1.  El'2  TW  apyn))  ^lov  o  Xoyoj"  xal 

0  Xoyog. 

2.  E7oi77oj  »)7ov  £if  T»)V  ttg)(_?lV  /utla 

©joiT. 

3.  "OXa  ["rre  ir^ayfJiala]  JicJ  jU£<r« 
Tot7  [Xoy«]  lyivixav,  xal  X'^f'?  ""'lov 
Jjy  i'yivt  xaviVM  tiTi  jytvt. 

4.  Elf  ai/?oy  Ti7ov  ^wri'  yiai  fi  ^uih 
»77ov  TO  iBJuj  Twv  «v9pu)Truiv. 

5.  Kal  TO  (pcuj  fif  TTjv  crxo7«iav  ^ty- 
yii,  xai  ^  cxolt'ict  Jev  to  xa7aXab't. 

6.  Eyivtv  tva;  avSjiuTro;  aTTij-aX- 
juf'vof  aico  Toy  ®£ov,   TO   aya|u.a    Ta 

Icuavv>i;. 


Ao'9ev7<?<oy. 

Ke.})«X.  (i. 

1.  'EN  u^y^n    fiv  0  Xoyo;,    xai  o 
Xoyoj  Jiv  wgof  TOV  0£ovi  xal  ©JOf  riy  o 

Xoyoj. 

2.  Oi;7of  ^v   £y   agx?    f^oj    tov 

0£OV. 

3.  IIav7a  Ji   ai/la  tyiyilo'  II  yy^l; 
avis'  lysyflo  ot/'it  f  y,  S  y/yovty. 


4.  'Ev  aClw  ^wh  >7v,  xai  h  ^uiri  ifv 

TO  ifuJj  Tcov  avS^tcTToiy. 

5.  Kai  TO  fw;  ly  TW  oxo7ire  faiyii, 
^i  ri  CTKoVia,  av^h  Q  xa7/Xab'jy. 

6.  'Eytv£7o  avSja'TTo;  ant^a'Kij.hof 
•Kaou  @iS,  Jyjjua  «j7iu  'liuayyf?;. 
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THE  INSCRIPTIONS  AT  ORCHOMENUS   FROM 
MELETIUS. 

OPXOMENO  1,  x9ivw;  2x;i7roi7,  IloXtf  itote  irXovo'iwTaTn  xai  is^tpn,- 
TaTtj,  TTfoTcfoy  xoX«fxjv>)  BoiujTijtal  'ASnvrei,  tij  TriV  oTroiav  i?tov  o  Naoj  TuJv 
Xaf  iTitv,  iig  Tov  aworov  lifXijCiuvov  TsXt)  oi  Qit^aioi,  oJlivof  to  iia<po;  ayea-xa^Qc 
iroTE  t/Vo  Twv  'Ac-TTfiXayxu/v.  "'ETiavnyvfi^oy  il;  avrhv  Trrt  IIoXiv  toc  X«pj- 
Tio-ta,  TB  oTTOiB  'Aywyo;  lupoy  iTTLyfaifas  ly  grn^Ml?  ev^oi'  ts  xtjct^/vto; 
NoJi  fTT  oyofMtTt  TTrif  ©toTJxa,  Jtto  t«  nf-iuTOfTTraSafiK  A/oVTOf,  liri  tiuv 
Bao-iXjttiv  Bai-jXiia,  A/o/TOf ,  xat  KuuVf-avTiVH,  iyyij-a;  uzw;.  'Ey  jttjy  Trf 
fXlo  xoiviuj. 

"  Oi'if  jvixu;v  TOV  ay  ma  Tuiv  ^apiTicwy. 

"  SaXTTi^rjj. 
"  MJivt;  'ATToXXiuvia  'AvTio^f^f  ano  Maiayifu. 

"  ZuJiXo;  ZwiXh  Ilaipio;. 

"  'P«'4<tt/Joj'. 
"  N«^xiWio;  'Knfj.nyiu  'ASifvaiof. 

"  IToiviTrij  Ittwv. 
"  'AfA>)»i'Kj  A»i^oxX£«;  ©>(Saio;. 

"  AuX>irrj;. 
"  'ATToXXoJoTOf  'AiroXXoioTtf  Kprif. 

"  A'jXcu^oj. 
"   Po^iTTTTof  PeJtTTTra  'Apyiioi. 

"  <t>ciy'ia.i  'AwoXXsioTa  t«  <J)reyia  Ai'oXti/;  awo  KJfAi:. 

"  Kt9aomi?Of. 
"  ^i^nTfio;  Uaffj-ivia-nu  KaX;^>)aivi6f. 

"  TpreyiuJoj. 
"   l%%oy.furng  'Af»ro/^!V«; 'Poeie;. 
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"  KaXXirpaTOf  'E|ax«V»  ©O^aiof. 

"  noi»i7ri;  XaJu'puiv. 
"  'AjUtiviaf  A>ifXOxX£'ouj  ©l^aiof. 

"  'TffoxPilri;. 
"  AwpoSfO;  A'jcpo9i'jv  Tapc4v7tvo?. 

"  noi»i7ri;  Tpaj-iuiiwr. 
"  lo^Mhns  liifrnXiovg  'AflivaToj. 

"  'T7roxpi7»i$. 
"  KaS^iply^o;  ©foJiJpou  ®>ifi»7o;. 

"  FIooiIti;  Ku;(uiu;JiuJy. 
"  'AXt|avJpoj  'AgiVu-'Vo;  'A^ivaiof. 

"  'T7roxpi7ri;. 
"  'ArlaXo;  *A7TaXou  'AOnwTo;. 
"  Ol'it  Ivixiuv  Tov  vii|U>i7ov  ayiuva  im  ofxoWuii'. 

"  UaHlai  ai/Xiraj 
"  AioxXTif  KaXXi|U.7)Joii  ©N^ais;. 

"  riaTJaS  Tiy£|oMvaf. 
"  27pairvof  Ejvi'xoi/  0»ibaro;. 

"  'AvJpa;  AvMla;. 
''  AioxXiif  KaXXi/u,?iJa  ©>ibaro;. 

"  'Avipaf  Ttysjaoyaf. 
"  'PoJiTTTToj  'Po^iTriroK  'Apyeioj- 

''  TpayiuJof. 
"  'iwiroxpaJij  'Aftrof^EVov;  'PoJioj. 

"  KaXXiVpoIoi"  'E|ax£Viii>  ©>|6'aro;. 
"  Ta  fViViXfa. 
"  KiofxiuJiitiv  rioii/Inf- 
"  'AXf'lavJpoj  'Apiriitvo;  'ASlvnib;." 
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£v  Js  7n  f'lfjre  iJwfix2;. 

'    Mvreffivcy  aoyjjvlo;  ayuJVoSelioylog  Tov 

Xreoi7£i(7iov,  tjagiaj-iu  7rav1tuv  o;  TuJf  hixiuaai  tx 

"  *i'X»vo;  OiXi'vw  'a9«.v£io;. 

"  £ifU)(J«j  SiuHpfiliOf  ©sibaof. 
"  nofi7af. 

"  Kfa7aiv  KXiiovof  ©tifiio^'. 

"  AjX£i7cif. 
"  riEgtyjvfi;  'HfaxXij^reo  Koi/^inivof. 

"  AwXctEl/Jof. 
"  AajxTtvilo;  VKcivnui  'A^yio;. 

"  AaiJ.al^'};  'A/xaXiutu  AioXtuj  aTTo  Moi/giraf. 

"  TcayaEi/^o;. 
"  'ATJcXreTTioJiuooj  noi/^Eao  Tnoaylito;. 

"  Nix6j-:a7oj  'tiXog-galcu  ©sjftiOf. 

"  E'jfij^of  'HpoJ67u;  KopuJVEt/j.' 


'Ev  aXXw  Ai'^cu. 

"  Mi/Pcx_cif  TloXvxoalov;  la^ujiivjAO;  hayilujyo;  dli^ictn  yji^ayticraylii 
"  vixacra-tli;  Jioyjcroi/  aVE'Slxav  TijWuivOi;  ixfyj>vlo;  au'Xiov7of  xXsof  aJov7of 
"  aXstitrSi'vioj. 
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'Ev  tli^M  A'iQtij. 

"  5'i/VaP')(_u)   acy_nv%;,   fXEivoj  ^nMvOlu.',  ".oyj (u;   Et/oiuXt  ^JX'" 

"  ^fiuio  fuiXEia Of  fl'TsJwjca  am  Ta;  j-ovyy^nfiti  TrtJa  twv  ttoXe//.- 

"  ap^un',  H»i  TiUv  KaloTtlawt,   aviXifxao;  Taj  (70i/yyga^w;  T";  xifxsvrej  waj 

"  £i)fP0Va,     x?i    ^iJiav   y.h  iracDtXEiV xri   TifAOjUEiJov  (pa'XEi'a;,    xri 

"  ^af/iolEXEi'v  Xuo'iJfi/iia',  xri  Jlovutrov  xref luoJiuu;  ^)7jicvfi're,  xar  to  ■^a.^iafji.a, 

"  S'l/vag'x^tu  ag^ovlof,  jw.eivo;  aXaXxofXEViiu  F  afVwV,  woXjxXiio;  rajaiaf 
'  a'TTituiKC  luSw'Kv  a^y^iia(j'.uj  ^ujKs7t  a-rro  ra;  couyypre^ui  to  xalaXtiTrov 
"  xaT  TO  •vj-a^io'^a  Tin  SafJ-ixi,  aVEXOjU.£VO;  tcJj  o'0t/yyon(pu5j  Taj  xt|U£Vaj 
"  fl-aj  (rwipiXov,  xti  sj^jova  ^uixf'aj.  K^  Trag  JiuivJcriov  xaipi(7oJttpu) 
"  Xlgwv/a,  x»i  Xi;(TiSf«juov  ^Ufjioli'Ktoc  Wfca  Twv  w»XEf*ao^uiv,  xri  Twv 
"  xa7o7r7«u)V. 

5n/>EHErEI>l>lllOH 

"  "Ajx"^^"?  ^'*  h-^ofjino  ^vva^xyif  fAEVoj  AXa'Kxof/.tyiwt  h  it  F  t'Xa7i»i 
"  MEVonao  'Ao^eXwoi  (jIeivoj  'n^alixi.      'OfAoXoya   EJbiuXi/  F  IXa1(>),  o  xri   Trf 

"  TToXt    Ipy^Of/.EViCUV.        'EWElJrl    XEXOfAir^l    Ed&wXoj    "TTOl^    Tr)J    •7r0^10J    TO  JaVftOV 

"  rewrev  xaT  Tnj  OfXoXoyiaj  TC?j  TE^iVaj  ^vva^yju  a'p^ovloj,  |Weivoj  i&ei- 
"  Xoi/Siu),  xTi  oJI  ofstXiln  aulw  ill  ovOh  "na^  luv  ttoXiv,  aXX'  aiiiyj  vayla, 

"   TTEtl    Tavlojj    X»I    aTToJiJocivSl     Tri    TToXj     to    £^0v7tJ     TKJ    Of>loXoyi«J,    El    jUiV 

"  TToll  JeJojuevov  Xgwov  EJowXu  IttI  vO|U.(«j  F  eVj  «7r£'T7«5a  /3oJf(To-»  ceyv 
"  iTTTruf  5(a  xa7i>ij  Ft  xa?*  wooSa7vj  '70t/y  lyfj  y^fiXi'ij  agX'  ''''''  X^^''"'  ° 
"  £Viai/16j  0   jUflu   3'Jvag'x^oy  ol^yjnla   ipyyixinv;   d'!:oyoa(ps<79>i  i)  EjScuXov 

"  X«7*  f'vir'.L'7oV    EXftJ-'f   '^«§    TOV    TKjUiMV    Xrj    TOV    VO/^WV  fi'v  TfilE   %a\j fj.a\*  Twy 
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TTgoba/wv,  xri  Twv  nyM)  xri  twv  ^auiy,  m  twv  "wttu/v,  x??  xanva  a(Ta,(j.a[wi 
^lv.n  TO  7rX£i9of  jueI   reTToypri^EO'o   SJ^i   TrXiova   Twv   y£yg«|U|utfVwv   ly   tJT 

"  <70i/y)(^u)P£io-i  »)  Jfxalif >j  to  Ivvo/oiiov  EjfttiXoy  offiXsi 

"  Xif  Twv  Igyji^iiiwi  afyov^iiu T£7T«gaxov7a  B.vSw'Kv  xa9'  £>ca;-ov 

"  m«'j7ov,  xri  Toxov  <p£p£7u)  ^fa)(^|w,c2f T«f  fJi.ySs  ina^ag  n-JIci  {xuya, 

" Tov  xrj  s"fX'jrpax7of  ffw  to»  Ip^o^EVfov xal  Tcf  /^rij." 


'£v  aXXoij  Ai5o(j. 

"  'AvoJii/|:a  cri/v<popov  ^aTpE."  NOKVE2.  "  KaXXi7ri7ov  a,fji.fupiyj);  xal 
"  aXXa(.  Ev  ov'Je  jU.fa  ETriyfre^jT  i^Jov  tovov,  n  TrKv/ota,  a  Ji  JijUfif 
"  1/ ffoypafiOjiXfV,  ol  waXaiol  TrpofTsyfaipov.     KaJ  t«.  /^rif." 
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The  following  is  the  prospectus  of  a  translation  of 
Anacharsis  into  Romaic,  by  my  Romaic  master,  Marma- 
rotouri,  who  Avished  to  publish  it  in  England. 

EIAH'SIS  TTnorPAiMKH'. 

ripof  too;  tv  (piXoyttiii  lud  (pjXiXXijvaf. 

020I  j(f  pibhia,  vjayloia'ud  Ivlfv'fiucnf,  v^ivftty  woaoy  thai  to  ^picj/uov 
Tr,;  Ig-opia;,  Ji'  auTn;  yap  l^(v;i<TKslai  n  TcXsoy  iJ.i^n>ipvcriJ.hn  waKaioln;, 
vm\  S'tujfBvlai  ujf  h  xoIoTTTftu  nSn,  wpa^ii;  nccl  ijotXJiorif  woXXuJv  xai  itafopuiy 
'ESvwv  xwi  Ffviiv  ccv  Triv  ^vi]/Lt>iv  ^J£0-u;'(7a?o  xal  hacwcrci  n  Is-Ofix>i  Aniy»j<rij 
lij  uififct  Tov  mravla. 

Mia  Tthio,  'Etij-^IjU))  EUiai  cCa-niyilytlo;,  xat  Iv  rctvtui  uJ(p.=XjjU.i,  ri  Mp^nTov 
iiTTtrv  avayxaia'  Sialj  XotTov  ^/ixsr;  fxovot  vcs  tmv  vg'e(u(Ji.i9a,  jj.ri  n^ivfoyh;  all 
Taf  apyi^ai  tSv  ITfoyoycuv  fxaf,  otoSev  t<r6l£  Jtal  crUuf  cvfiOriaay  ilg  Tag  vjarpilag 
[j-agy  »?£  Ta  w"9»;,  ra  kmJopOui  fxnla  xrci  rrjv  Jicixiurv  Tuiv  J  "Av  Ipiulncriti^iy 
THg  'AXXoysvfrj,  n^tvpay  vcJ  fXBj  Jiu'cav  o^i/xovov  irOfiHw;  Trir  apx^'  ""' 
TW  ■crpooiov  Tiuv  -CTpoyoviuv  |uaf,  «XXoJ  xai  T(J7roy,-a(p:x.uif  jj.ag  ^liyvtiy  rd; 
3'£(7£ij  TuJv  IlaTfiJiuv  f/.af,  xai  olovti  ^fipayiuyoi  yivojixtvoi  fxs'T^g  yttuyfa- 
(piJiSf  Twv  Hivaxref,  jucTf  X/y«v,  fJou  elvai  ai  'ASrivaii  IJu?  ^  iTtc'iflv,  lxi\' 
al  ©Tifeftj,  T0i7a  g-ciha  n  jjLiXia  aiiiyji  7\  (^.in  ''Encifyja  dzo  tw  a'XXlV- 
T«7o;  cuxoXojCOjcTf  tw  jUiav  oroXiv,  Ixjuoj  Tr,v  re'xXTiV  xai  t^.  npocjilj  (*v 
l(iu'\r\!7wfxiy  a\j]»g  ri}g  |U^  'EXX»ivaf  ^iifaywys;  ,uaf,  woStv  £7r«paxivii9>ia'av 
Va  i^tfinynauy  apyjig  Tuaoy  WftXaiaf,  avi/TTOfoXuij  juaj  ttffoxpivovyai  /t*£  ctvlig 
Tag  Xoyug-  "  Ka9tag  b  ix.  2xt/0t'(»f  'Avax^f'S'  '^''  ^^^  £^Efi£tfV£lo  T(^ 
"  wavfUfgoo-Kva  ixfrva  K\i[Mila  Tng  'ExX«'iof,  rev  i/y  l;x^of£i7o  Tf<J 
"  tt^ttt)fA«7«,  Ta  >j9>)  xfti  rs;  Nofxwj  tuJv  'EXXrivuiv,  ri9[\z  fX£iv»i  ZxJ9»if  xal 
"  TO  ovo|ua  Xfni  TO  vjpayfAa'  t/lw  xai  o  fifj.ili(og  'I'slpij,  «y  ^£v  I[j.ay9ayi  Tei 
"  T»  I'TiroxpfiVtfr,  ^EV  fJi/'vftlo  vft  WfOxu.'f'Vl  £';  TriV  Ti'^VlV  T».  *AV  0  £V 
"  Ti/^iv  No^oSjI'i;  ify   l^iln^i  7n   tS  ZoXwyof,   Ayx«'fyK,   xai  niT^axA,  ih     ■ 
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iovvulo   vd  pvOf^nffn  xal   va  xaXiEpyj)0-»J  Ta   ri9n  Twv   'O/xoysviuv   tb"   rev  o 

Pnluip  Jjv  a7i>)v9i^£7o  Taj  ji/'^grtJa'ref  xal  to;  ya^icili(7(j^iri;  to  AifjiocS/vBf, 

d£r  hifyS/ja   il;  lag  -J/H^ref  tu)v  rexporeliuv   tb'      'Av  e  Nso;  'Ava'X,ap5''f> 

0  Kujiof  'Abb«;  BMgSoX(j|U,aro;  Jjy  av£yiyw(rxt   jaJ    fAtyaXiv  l7ri|U0V?jv  xal 

CTXE-vf-iv   to;  IuXsov    lyx^ila;   2i/yyp«'}'£if   ™v   'EXXjivujv,    iff^tL/vwv   avlas 

"  xaVa    ^a9o;   IttI    Tjiaxov7a   ^Jui  £7»i,   ifv   TiSfXfV  l^ufayri    tslny   tj.v  C7£gi 

"    EXXtjvuiV     Iro^trev    T8,   Till;    nEgniy»io-i;    to    Neb   'Avrex,reg'''£"'J  ttsj'   avJa 

'    V7^otTtuvo(A,ucr9n>  x«i  £;;  oXa;  Ta;  EucuJirai'xa;  AireXExla;  fjaliyXwlTiaOri.  ' 

Ka»  £V  fvi  Xoyco,  oi  Niu7fgoi,  aV  ib  iitiplctv    ^ia  ainy^i  tb*;  rigoyovs;  ^ftf, 

fi^EXfiV   Xaui;  cTfDif£giuv7a»   fjuilaiwg   fJ^^X"^   '''"   *'^**       Aj7«  iJv  ilvaj   Asyire 

lv9a<7ia<7|u.£V»  ^ja   to  (piXoysv?;  FjaixB,  iTyai    ^£   (fiXaXiiSaj  rfgjU.aVB,  gV'i" 

ilJiila(p^a<7£  Tov  Nt'ov  'Avrex"?"'"'  ""^o  tb  TaXKiw  il;  to  r£fjUavixoy. 

Av  XoiTTov  xoti  ^f>i£7f  -JiXui/xEV  v«  jUtSf'^iufxEV  Tri;  yvwo'EWf  Tu/v  Xref/i7rp«Jy 
xaiOpSiUf^aTcuv  ottb  fxoifxnv  of  S'avjU.aro'  IxErvoi  ITpoiraJofE;  j'l^cuv,  rev  i7:i9v- 
juuJfXjv  Vf^  jureSuijUEV  Triv  t!r,30ooov  xret  av^m'n  TiuV  £i;  TaV  TE^vre;  xrej  'Eiri- 
g-ny-a,;  xal  ft;  xreSt  «XXo  ei^o;  ^a9n(Tiuigy  rev  f)(^iii|a£V  cjEfisoyEiav  vre 
yviugiViu^xEV  woSev  xre7ay6fXE9re,  xrel  ottois;  Ja-jfAre^BV  '"^'  j-'-iya'Kug  avSoag, 
il  xrei  WJoyovBf  ^juwv,  ^eu,  ^|W£7;  Jev  yvuiji^OiUEV,  ei?  xaifOV  otb  oi 'AXXoysvEr; 
<&aL'jU«^»0"iv  reulBf,  xai  tJ;  Tuali^ag  vyayloiaaSv  (JMOriaiuig  CiSoylat,  re; 
ervti^afj.Mifji.iv  airoylt;  m^oQvfMu;  ilg  irtl  sK^oaiy  rS  ^aufj-aa-iu  TK7a  cruy- 
yprefXfArelo;  tb  N/s    A\ayJt,o<jitMg, 

'HjUfi';  8V  oi  uTToyEygrejUfAE'vot  ^iXo^a  iv^iKiaii,  v}(!)9v^uig  th  fxildfoaa-tv 
tS  BifXiB  fA£  TriV  xrelre  to  ^i^vrelov  fifjuv  xreXw  (pgreaiv  Trig  vuv  xreS'  ^^; 
oujXiaf,  xrei  IxJ6v7e!,'  tb7o  tff  tJttov,  ^eXo/iaev  to  xreXXtcTiio-Ei  f^£  th; 
rEtoypretpiXB;  IliVaxaf  |U.e  reTrXre;  'PiUfXreVxa;  Xe'^ei;  lyxiyafayf/.iviig  clg 
IJixrefjire;  ypafxy-nla,  ■B7(0i-i9hlcg  oTi  nXXo  )(^p»i!7ifA0V  xrei  rep/iAoJiov  £i;  t^v 
'iropiav. 

"OXov  TO  (7i/yyfa(0CjU.a  ^e'Xej  ylv£J  £*;  TojUb;  iw^Exre  xola  fxi'^ijcnv  TJif 
'llreXiKriir  fxJoCTEWi'.  'H  TJ/^ri  oXb  tb  2L/yyp«^p.re7o;  fivrei  (picpivire  lixre;??] 
Tjif  BiiVVJif  ^r«    T>)V  OTpoo-S/ixtiV  Ttuv  yEiuyf re'fi/fa".'  raivrextuv.       O  (piXoyEVfi;  yv 
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luyhofxyilhs  wffirH  va  wX»)pu)o->i  tl;  %a9t  To|uoy  ^lOfivj  cm  xai  Kafav7av(ni 

'Epfw^/voj  xal  £t/'JaijuovEf  iiaSiwoili  'EXX^vu/y  ITariff. 

Iuiavv>);  MafjUapolafnf. 
A>i[A,nl(io;  Btvu'pnj. 
STKpiiuiy  Ilftoflof . 

'Ev  Tpiifiic,  T^  C7pc<11>)  'OxIcuSpiB,   1799- 
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THE  LORD'S  PRAYER  IN  ROMAIC. 

SI  nATETAMA2  o  wou  sla-at  t'c  toO;  JpavoJf,  i?f  dyia(T9~\  t9  ovojua  cu, 
*Af  I'h.On  n  ^ao-tXcia  en.  *Af  yi/V>)  to  S'f'Xtijua  aj/,  xesSiuf  tif  tov  t/pavo», 
tV^I  xal  £if  TW  yw.     To  4-'''f*'f^'*?  ''''  5ta9>ijUffivov,  iof  |uaf  to  <7nfji.i(ov. 

xpEO^uiXHa?  fxaf.  Kal  fxriv  fx-a;  (fipci;  cls  ir£tpatrjU,ov,  aXXa  IXivOs  pwuefxa,; 
awo  TOy  7roy»)pov'  "Oti  liixii(7-«  fTvow  n  ^aatXila.  if  ^  ivyufAi;  xnsl  ^  Jo^a  iff 
TOt)j  aiwvaf.     'A/^riV. 


IN  GREEK. 

IIATEP  5]|UUJV  6  s'v  Torf  BfavoTf,  dyMO-Bnlw  to  ovojua  ch.  'EXSHui  ^  ^acriKna 
en'  ym,9rtTiu  to  S'iXljUa  o^bj  lof  Iv  spwvtu j  t«'  ^f '  ^iij  y>ij.  Tov  a-loy  ^juwv 
Toy  (■nthcrtoy  Joj  ^/oirv  crii/xEfOK.  Kal  af ff  i1^<-~v  Tfi  0ip8iX:i^re7a  rif^cTv,  u;; 
xosl  ^fAsTf  a>pii//,£V  Torj  of  (jXHat;  flfxuiv.  Kai  fAJi  tta-aiy^V;  n^J-a;  ei{  ttei- 
pao-(jiov,  aXXa  p'yffa*  ^i^^a;  airo  Tt^  TTOvnpS'  "Ori  cfa  s'f »v  ^  ^naiXiia,  xai  ^ 
Jt/'vafXJ{,  xai  ^  io^a  fif  TOy;  aiwyaf.      A^iv. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO  III. 


"  Afin  que  cette  application  vous  forfat  de  penser  a  autre  chose ;  il 
n'y  a  en  verite  de  remede  que  celui-la  et  le  temps." 

Lettre  du  Roi  de  Pritssc  a  D\Ucmbert,  Srjjf  7,  177^'. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  III. 


I. 

Is  thy  face  like  thy  mother's,  my  fair  child! 
Ada !  sole  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart  ? 
When  last  I  saw  thy  young  blue  eyes  they  smiled. 
And  then  we  parted, — not  as  now  we  part, 
But  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start. 
The  waters  heave  around  me ;  and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices :  I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not;  but  the  hoiu-'s  gone  by, 
When  Albion"'s  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or  glad  mine 
eye. 
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II. 

Once  more  upon  the  waters !  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.     Welcome  to  their  roar ! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoever  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale. 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed, 
Flung  from  the  rock,  on  Ocean's  foam,  to  sail 
Where'er  the  surge   may  sweep,   the  tempest's  breath 
prevail. 

III. 

In  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  One, 
The  wanderino-  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind  ; 
Again  I  seize  the  theme  then  but  begun, 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Bears  the  cloud  onwards :  in  that  Tale  I  find 
The  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-vip  tears. 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  steril  track  behind. 
O'er  which  all  heavily  the  journeying  years 
Plod  the  last  sands  of  Hfo, — where  not  a  flower  n})pcars. 
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IV. 

Since  my  young  days  of  passion — joy,  or  pain, 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  string, 
And  both  may  jar :  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dreary  strain,  to  this  I  cling 
So  that  it  wean  me  from  the  weary  dream 
Of  selfish  grief  or  gladness — so  it  fling 
Forgetfulness  around  me — it  shall  seem 
To  me,  though  to  none  else,  a  not  ungrateful  theme. 

V 

He,  who  grown  aged  in  this  world  of  woe, 
In  deeds,  not  years,  piercing  the  depths  of  life, 
So  that  no  wonder  waits  him ;  nor  below 
Can  love,  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife, 
Cut  to  his  heart  again  \vith  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sharp  endurance :  he  can  tell 
Why  thought  seeks  refuge  in  lone  caves,  yet  rife 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwell 
Still  unimpaired,  though  old,  in  the  soul's  haunted  cell. 
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VI. 

'Tis  to  create,  and  in  creating  live 
A  being  more  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  our  fancy,  gaining  as  we  give 
Tlie  life  we  image,  even  as  I  do  now. 
What  am  I  ?  Nothing :  but  not  so  art  thou. 
Soul  of  my  thought '  with  whom  I  traverse  earth. 
Invisible  but  gazing,  as  I  gloAv 
MixVl  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  birth, 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  crushed  feelings''  dearth. 

VII. 

Yet  must  I  think  less  wildly : — I  have  thought 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became. 
In  its  own  eddy  boiling  and  overwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame  : 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  my  heart  to  tame, 
My  springs  of  life  were  poisonM.     'Tis  too  late ! 
Yet  am  I  clianged ;  though  still  enough  the  same 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  can  not  abate. 
And  feed  on  bitter  fruits  without  accusino-  Fate. 
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VIII. 

Something  too  much  of  this : — but  now  'tis  past, 
And  the  spell  closes  wdth  its  silent  seal. 
Long  absent  Harold  re-appears  at  last; 
He  of  the  breast  which  fain  no  more  would  feel, 
Wrung  with  the  wounds  which  kill  not,  but  ne'er  heal ; 
Yet  Time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him 
In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age :  years  steal 
Fire  from  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb ; 
And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  quafTd  too  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wormwood ;  but  he  fill'd  again, 
And  from  a  purer  fount,  on  hoUer  ground, 
And  deem'd  its  spring  perpetual ;  but  in  vain ! 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  chain 
Which  gall'd  for  ever,  fettering  though  unseen, 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not ;  worn  with  pain. 
Which  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen. 
Entering  with  every  step,  he  took,  through  many  a  scene. 


230  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  CANTO  ill. 

X. 

Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix"'d 
Again  in  fancied  safety  with  his  kind, 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  fix'd 
And  sheath'd  with  an  invulnerable  mind, 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 
And  he,  as  one,  might  midst  the  many  stand 
Unheeded,  searching  through  the  crowd  to  find 
Fit  speculation !  such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  Nature's  hand. 

XI. 

But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it  ?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheek. 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old .'' 
Who  can  contemplate  Fame  through  clouds  unfold 
The  star  which  rises  o'er  her  steep,  nor  climb  ? 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex,  roll'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  Time, 
Yet  with  a  nobler  aim  than  in  his  youth's  fond  prime. 
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XII. 

But  soon  lie  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  with  Man ;  with  whom  he  held 
Little  in  common ;  untaught  to  submit 
His  thoughts  to  others,  though  his  soul  was  quell'd 
In  youth  by  his  own  thoughts;  still  uncompelPd, 
He  would  not  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spu-its  against  whom  his  own  rebelled ; 
Proud  though  in  desolation;  which  could  find 
A  life  within  itself,  to  breathe  without  mankind. 

XIII. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were  friends ; 
Wliere  roll'd  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 
Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime,  extends. 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  roam ; 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam. 
Were  unto  him  companionship;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
For  Nature's  pages  glass'd  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. 
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XIV. 

Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars, 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beings  bright 
As  their  own  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth-born  jars, 
And  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite : 
Could  he  have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight 
He  had  been  happy ;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envying  it  the  light 
To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 
That  keeps  us  from  yon  heaven  which  woos  us  to  its  brink. 

XV. 

But  in  Man*'s  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
Restless  and  worn,  and  stern  and  wearisome, 
DroopM  as  a  wild-born  falcon  with  dipt  wing, 
To  whom  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home : 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  overcome. 
As  eagerly  the  barrM-up  bird  will  beat 
His  breast  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 
Of  his  ini]X'ded  soul  would  through  his  bosom  eat. 
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XVI. 

Self-exiled  Harold  wanders  forth  again, 
With  nought  of  hope  left,  but  with  less  of  gloom ; 
The  very  knowledge  that  he  hved  in  vain. 
That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb. 
Had  made  Despair  a  smilingness  assume. 
Which,  though 'twere  wild, — as  on  the  plundered  wnceck 
When  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom 
With  draughts  intemperate  on  the  sinking  deck, — 
Did  yet  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  check. 

XVII. 

Stop ! — for  thy  tread  is  on  an  Empire's  dust ! 
An  Earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  mth  no  colossal  bust  ? 
Nor  column  trophied  f^r  triumphal  show  ? 
None ;  but  the  moral's  truth  tells  simpler  so. 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be , — 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  grow ! 
And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thee. 
Thou  first  and  last  of  fields !  king-making  Victory  ? 
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XVIII. 

And  Harold  stands  upon  this  place  of  skulls. 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo ! 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gave  annuls 
Its  gifts,  transferring  fame  as  fleeting  too ! 
In  "  pride  of  place"  '^*  here  last  the  eagle  flew. 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain, 
Pierced  by  the  shaft  of  banded  nations  through ; 
Ambition's  life  and  labours  all  were  vain ; 
He  wears  the  shattered  links  of  the  world's  broken  chain. 

XIX. 

Fit  retribution !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 

And  foam  in  fetters ; — but  is  Earth  more  free  ? 

Did  nations  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 

Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty  ? 

What !  shall  reviving  Thraldom  again  be 
-    The  patch\l-up  idol  of  enlighten'd  days  ? 

Shall  we,  who  struck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 

Pay  tlic  Wolf  homage  ?  proffering  lowly  gaze 
And  servile  knees  to  thi-ones  ?  No ;  jjrove  before  ye  praise ! 
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XX. 

If  not,  o*'er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrow"'d  with  hot  tears 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  of  her  vineyards ;  in  vain  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears. 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  roused-up  millions :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  a  sword 
Such  as  Harmodius  *^>  drew  on  Athens'*  tyrant  lord. 

XXI. 

There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night. 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gathered  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivalry,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  men ; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again, 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell ;  <^* 
But  hush !  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  rising  knell ! 
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XXII. 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  "i — No;  "'twas  but  the  wind, 
Or  the  car  rattHng  o'er  the  stony  street ; 
On  with  tlie  dance!  let  joy  be  unconfined; 
No  sleep  till  morn,  when  Youth  and  Pleasure  meet 
To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  flying  feet — 
But,  hark ! — that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  once  more, 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat ; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before  ! 
Arm !  Arm !  it  is — it  is — the  cannon's  opening  roar ! 

XXIII. 

Within  a  wiftdow'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Brunswick's  fated  chieftain ;  he  did  hear 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival. 
And  caught  its  tone  with  Death's  prophetic  ear ; 
And  when  they  smiled  because  he  deem'd  it  near. 
His  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  stretch'd  his  father  on  a  bloody  bier. 
And  roused  the  vengeance  blood  alone  could  quell : 
He  rush'd  into  the  field,  and,  foremost  fighting,  feU. 
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XXIV. 

Ah !  then  and  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
And  gathering  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distress. 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blush'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness ; 
And  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  yoimg  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated ;  who  could  guess 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes. 
Since  upon  nights  so  sweet  such  awful  mom  could  rise  ? 

XXV. 

And  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste :  the  steed. 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  car, 
VS'^ent  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed. 
And  swiftly  forming  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  peal  afar ; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Roused  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star; 
While  thronged  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb, 
Or  whispering,  with  white  lips — "  The  foe!  They  come! 
thev  come!'"' 
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XXVI. 

And  wild  and  high  the  "  Cameron's  gathering"  rose ! 
The  war-note  of  Lochiel,  which  Albyn's  hills 
Have  heard,  and  heard,  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes : — 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills, 
Savage  and  shrill !  But  with  the  breath  which  fills 
Their  mountain-pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instils 
The  stirring  memory  of  a  thousand  years. 

And  *■**  Evan's, '-''  Donald's  fame  rings  in  each  clansman's 
ears ! 

XXVII. 
And  Ardennes  "*'  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves. 
Dewy  mth  nature's  tear-drops,  as  they  pass, 
Grieving,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves. 
Over  the  unreturning  brave, — alas ! 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
In  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe 

And  burning  with  high  hope,  shall  moulder  cold  and  low. 
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XXVIII. 
Last  noon  beheld  them  full  of  lusty  life, 
Last  eve  in  Beauty''s  circle  proudly  gay, 
The  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife, 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  arms, — the  day 
Battle"'s  magnificently-stern  array ! 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o''er  it,  which  when  rent 
The  earth  is  cover"'d  thick  with  other  clay. 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap*'d  and  pent. 
Rider  and  horse, — friend,  foe, — in  one  red  burial  blent ! 

XXIX. 

Their  praise  is  hymned  by  loftier  harps  than  mine ; 
Yet  one  I  would  select  from  that  proud  throng. 
Partly  because  they  blend  me  Avitli  his  line. 
And  partly  that  I  did  his  sire  some  wrong. 
And  partly  that  bright  names  will  hallow  song ; 
And  his  was  of  the  bravest,  and  when  shoAver^d 
The  death-bolts  deadliest  the  thinn'd  files  along, 
Even  where  the  thickest  of  war's  tempest  lowered, 
They  reached  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young,  gallant 
Howard ! 
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XXX. 

There  have  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts  for  thee. 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give ; 
But  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  green  tree, 
Which  ]i\dng  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  to  hve. 
And  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  revive 
With  fruits  and  fertile  promise,  and  the  Spring 
Come  forth  her  work  of  gladness  to  contrive, 
With  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wing, 
I  turn'd  from  all  she  brought  to   those  she  could  not 
bring.  <'* 

XXXI. 

I  turn''d  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 

And  one  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  his  OAvn  kind  and  kindred,  whom  to  teach 
Forgetfulness  were  mercy  for  their  sake ; 
The  Archangel's  trump,  not  Glory's,  must  awake 
Those  whom  they  thirst  for ;  though  the  sound  of  Fame 
May  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  cannot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honoured  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer  claim. 
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XXXII. 

They  mourn,  but  smile  at  length ;  and,  smiling,  mourn : 
The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ; 
The  huU  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  torn ; 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moulders  on  the  hall 
In  massy  hoariness ;  the  ruin'd  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind- worn  battlements  are  gone ; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral ; 
The  day  drags  through  though  storms  keep  out  the  sun ; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  hve  on : 

XXXIII. 

Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  multiplies ;  and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was, 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks ; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes, 
Livmg  in  shattered  guise,  and  still,  and  cold. 
And  bloodless,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  aches, 
Yet  -snthers  on  tiU  all  without  is  old. 
Showing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  are  untold. 

VOL.   I,  R 
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XXXIV. 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair, 
Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 
Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches ;  for  it  were 
As  nothing  did  we  die ;  but  Life  will  suit 
Itself  to  Sorrow's  most  detested  fruit, 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  '"'  Dead  Sea's  shore, 
All  ashes  to  the  taste :  Did  man  compute 
Existence  by  enjoyment,  and  count  o'er 
Such  hours  'gainst  years  of  life, — say,  would  he  name 
threescore  ? 

XXXV. 

The  Psalmist  number'd  out  the  years  of  man : 
They  are  enough ;  and  if  thy  tale  be  true. 
Thou,  who  didst  grudge  him  even  that  fleeting  span. 
More  than  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo! 
Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children's  lips  shall  echo  them,  and  say — 
"  Here,  where  the  sword  united  nations  drew, 
"  Our  countrymen  were  warring  on  that  day !" 
And  this  is  much,  and  all  which  will  not  pass  away. 
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XXXVI. 

There  sunk  the  greatest,  nor  the  worst  of  men, 
Whose  spirit  antithetically  mixt 
One  moment  of  the  mightiest,  and  again 
On  httle  objects  with  hke  firmness  fixt, 
Extreme  in  all  things !  hadst  thou  been  betwixt, 
Thy  throne  had  still  been  thine,  or  never  been ; 
For  daring  made  thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  seek'st 
Even  now  to  re-assume  the  imperial  mien, 
And  shake  again  the  Avorld,  the  Thunderer  of  the  scene ! 

XXXVII. 

Conqueror  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thou ! 
She  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
Was  ne*'er  more  bruited  in  men''s  minds  than  now 
That  thou  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  Fame, 
Who  woo'd  thee  once,  thy  vassal,  and  became 
The  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
A  god  unto  thyself;  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  all  inert, 
Who  deem'd  thee  for  a  time  whateVr  thou  didst  assert. 
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XXXVIII. 

Oh,  more  or  less  than  man — in  high  or  low, 
Battling  with  nations,  flying  from  the  field ; 
Now  making  monarchs"  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
More  than  thy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield ; 
An  empire  thou  couldst  crush,  command,  rebuild, 
But  govern  not  thy  pettiest  passion,  nor. 
However  deeply  in  men's  spirits  skilPd, 
Look  through  thine  own,  nor  curb  the  lust  of  war, 
Nor  learn  that  tempted  Fate  will  leave  the  loftiest  star. 

XXXIX. 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  the  turning  tide 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy. 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast  smiled 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduring  eye  ; — 
When  Fortune  fled  her  spoiled  and  favourite  child, 
He  stood  unbowed  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 
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XL. 

Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes ;  for  in  them 
Ambition  steel'd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn  which  could  contemn 
Men  and  their  thoughts ;  'twas  wise  to  feel,  not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  hp  and  brow, 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use 
Till  they  were  turn'd  unto  thine  overthrow : 
'Tis  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
So  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  choose. 

XLI. 

If,  hke  a  tower  upon  a  headlong  rock, 
Thou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  fall  alone, 
Such  scorn  of  man  had  help'd  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men's  thoughts  were  the  steps  which  paved  thy  throne, 
Their  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ; 
The  part  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  then 
(Unless  aside  thy  purple  had  been  thrown) 
Like  stem  Diogenes  to  mock  at  men ; 
For  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  far  too  wide  a  den.  '^' 
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XLII. 

But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell, 
And  there  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And,  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore, 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core, 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,  to  all  who  ever  bore. 

XLIII. 

This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men  mad 
By  their  contagion ;  Conquerors  and  Kings, 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  Bards,  Statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Which  stir  too  strongly  the  souPs  secret  springs. 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fool ; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable !  what  stings 
Are  theirs !  One  breast  laid  open  were  a  school 
Which  woidd  unteach  mankind  the  lust  to  shine  or  rule : 
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XLIV. 

Tlieir  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last, 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife, 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past. 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  supineness,  and  so  die ; 
Even  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  waste 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  laid  by 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  ingloriously. 

XLV. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  ^vrapt  in  clouds  and  snow ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head, 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits  led. 
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XLVI. 

Away  with  these !  true  Wisdom's  world  will  be 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine, 
Maternal  Nature !  for  wlio  teems  like  thee, 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine  ? 
There  Harold  gazes  on  a  work  di\ane, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties;  streams  and  dells, 
Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  cornfield,  mountain,  vine. 
And  chiefless  castles  breathing  stern  farewells 
From  gray  but  leafy  walls,  where  Ruin  greenly  dwells. 

XL  VII. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind, 
Worn,  but  unstooping  to  the  baser  crowd, 
All  tenantless,  save  to  the  crannying  wind, 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cloud. 

*     There  was  a  day  when  they  were  young  and  proud. 
Banners  on  high,  and  battles  passVl  below ; 
But  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  shroud, 
And  those  which  waved  are  shredless  dust  ere  now, 

And  the  bleak  battlements  shall  bear  no  future  blow. 
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XLVIII. 

Beneath  these  battlements,  within  those  walls. 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions ;  in  proud  state 
Each  robber  chief  upheld  his  armed  halls, 
Doing  his  evil  will,  nor  less  elate 
Than  mightier  heroes  of  a  longer  date. 
What  want  these  outlaws  '^*'*  conquerors  should  have  ? 
But  History''s  purchased  page  to  call  them  great  ? 
A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  grave  ? 

Their  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full  as 
brave. 

XLIX. 
In  their  baronial  feuds  and  single  fields, 
What  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died ! 
And  Love,  which  lent  a  blazon  to  their  shields, 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride, 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  glide ; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied. 
And  many  a  tower  for  some  fair  mischief  won. 

Saw  the  discolour^  Rhine  beneath  its  ruin  run. 
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L. 

But  Thou,  exulting  and  abounding  river ! 
Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 
Through  banks  whose  beauty  would  endure  for  ever 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 
Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mow 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict, — then  to  see 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
Earth  paved  like  Heaven ;  and  to  seem  such  to  me 
Even  now  what  wants  thy  stream  ? — that  it  should  Lethe  be. 

LI. 

A  thousand  battles  have  assail'd  thy  banks, 
But  these  and  half  their  fame  have  pass'd  away. 
And  Slaughter  heap'd  on  high  his  weltering  ranks ; 
Their  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  .'* 
Thy  tide  wash'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
Glass'd  with  its  dancing  hght  the  sunny  ray ; 
But  o'er  the  blacken'd  memory's  blighting  dream 
Thy  waves  would  vainly  roll,  all  sweeping  as  they  seem. 
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LII. 

Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  along, 
Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile  dear : 
Though  on  his  brow  were  graven  lines  austere. 
And  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta'en  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face, 
But  o'er  it  in  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient  trace. 

LIII. 

Nor  was  all  love  shut  from  him,  though  his  days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  vain  that  we  would  coldly  gaze 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ;  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings :  thus  he  felt, 
For  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  would  melt. 
And  in  its  tenderer  hour  on  that  his  bosom  dwelt. 
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LIV. 

And  he  had  learnM  to  love, — I  know  not  why, 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood, — 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy, 
Even  in  its  earhest  nurture ;  what  subdued, 
To  change  like  this,  a  mind  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know ; 
But  thus  it  was;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  to  grow. 
In  him  this  glow\l  when  all  beside  had  ceased  to  glow. 

LV. 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  said. 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though  unwed, 
Tluit  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disguise, 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetings  pour ! 
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1. 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels  "" 
Frowns  o''er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine, 
AVhose  breast  of  ^\aters  broadly  swells 
Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine, 
And  hills  all  rich  with  blossomed  trees. 
And  fields  which  promise  corn  and  wine, 
And  scattered  cities  crowning  these, 
"Whose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine, 
Have  strew'd  a  scene,  which  I  should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  thou  \\\x\\  me ! 

2. 
And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eves. 
And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers, 
Walk  smiling  ©""er  this  paradise ; 
Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaves  lift  their  walls  of  gray. 
And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lours. 
And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay. 
Look  o'er  this  vale  of  vintage-bowers ; 
But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rliine, — 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine ! 
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3. 

I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me ; 
Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  touch, 
I  know  that  they  must  withered  be, 
But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 
For  I  have  cherish"'d  them  as  dear. 
Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye, 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 
When  thou  behold"" st  them  drooping  nigh, 
And  know'st  them  gathered  by  the  Rhine, 
And  offer'd  from  my  heart  to  thine ! 

4. 
The  river  nobly  foams  and  flows, 
The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground. 
And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 
Some  fresher  beauty  varying  round ; 
The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  bound 
Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here ; 
Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 
To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 
Could  thy  dear  eyes  in  follo^ving  mine 
Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  Rhine ! 
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LVI. 

By  Coblentz,  on  a  rise  of  gentle  ground, 
There  is  a  small  and  simple  pyramid, 
Crowning  the  summit  of  the  verdant  mound ; 
Beneath  its  base  are  heroes'  ashes  hid, 
Our  enemy "'s, — but  let  not  that  forbid 
Honour  to  Marceau !  o'er  whose  early  tomb 
Tears,  big  tears,  gush'd  from  the  rough  soldier's  lid, 
Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a  doom, 
Falling  for  France,  whose  rights  he  battled  to  resume. 

LVII. 

Brief,  brave,  and  glorious  was  his  young  career, — 
His  mourners  were  two  hosts,  his  friends  and  foes ; 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering  here 
Pray  for  his  gallant  spirit's  bright  repose ; 
For  he  was  Freedom's  champion,  one  of  those. 
The  few  in  number,  who  had  not  o'erstept 
The  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
On  such  as  wield  her  weapons ;  he  had  kept 
The  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him  wept.  *'^> 
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LVIII. 
Here  Ehrenbreitst.ein,  ''^'  with  her  shatter''d  wall 
Black  with  the  miner's  blast,  upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  what  she  was,  when  shell  and  ball 
Rebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light ; 
A  tower  of  \ictory !  from  whence  the  flight 
Of  baffled  foes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain  : 
But  Peace  destroyed  what  War  could  never  blight, 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bare  to  Summer's  rain — 
On  which  the  iron  shower  for  years  had  pour'd  in  vain. 

LIX. 
Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Rhine !  How  long  delighted 
The  stranger  fain  would  hnger  on  his  way ! 
Thine  is  a  scene  alike  where  souls  united 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray ; 
And  could  the  ceaseless  vultures  cease  to  prey 
On  self-condemning  bosoms,  it  were  here. 
Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay, 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere. 
Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  vear. 
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LX. 

Adieu  to  thee  again !  a  vain  adieu ! 
There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  hke  thine ; 
The  mind  is  colour''d  by  thy  every  hue ; 
And  if  reluctantly  the  eyes  resign 
Their  cherish'd  gaze  upon  thee,  lovely  Rhine ! 
'Tis  with  the  thankful  glance  of  parting  praise ; 
More  mighty  spots  may  rise — more  glaring  shine, 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 
The  brilliant,  fair,  and  soft, — the  glories  of  old  days, 

LXI. 

The  negligently  grand,  the  fruitful  bloom 
Of  coming  ripeness,  the  white  city's  sheen. 
The  rolling  stream,  the  precipice's  gloom, 
The  forest's  growth,  and  Gothic  walls  between, 
The  wild  rocks  shaped  as  they  had  turrets  been 
In  mockery  of  man's  art ;  and  these  withal 
A  race  of  faces  happy  as  the  scene. 
Whose  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all, 
Still  springing  o'er  thy  banks,  though  Empires  near  them 
fall. 


258  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  CAXTO  III. 

LXII. 

But  these  recede.     Above  me  are  the  Alps, 
The  palaces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps, 
And  tlironed  Eternity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  subhmity,  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche — the  thunderbolt  of  snow ! 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
Gather  around  these  summits,  as  to  show 
HoAv  Earth  may  pierce  to  Heaven,  yet  leave  vain  man 
below. 

LXIII. 

But  ere  these  matchless  heights  I  dai'e  to  scan. 
There  is  a  spot  should  not  be  pass''d  in  vain, — 
Morat !  the  proud,  the  patriot  field !  where  man 
May  gaze  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain, 
Nor  blush  for  those  who  conquer*'d  on  that  plain ; 
Here  Burgundy  bequeathed  his  tombless  host, 
A  bony  heap,  tlu'ough  ages  to  remain, 
Themselves  their  monument; — the  Stygian  coast 
Unsepulchred  they  roam'd,  and  shriek'd  each  wandering 
irhost.  "■" 
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LXIV. 

While  Waterloo  with  Cannae's  carnage  vies, 
Morat  and  Marathon  twin  names  shall  stand ; 
They  Avere  true  Glory's  stainless  victories, 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band. 
All  unbought  champions  in  no  princely  cause 
Of  vice-entaiPd  Corruption ;  they  no  land 
Doom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights  divine,  by  some  Draconic  clause. 

LXV. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  lonelier  column  rears 
A  gray  and  grief-worn  aspect  of  old  days ; 
'Tis  the  last  remnant  of  the  wreck  of  years. 
And  looks  as  with  the  wild-bewilder'd  gaze 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amaze. 
Yet  still  Avith  consciousness ;  and  there  it  stands 
Making  a  marvel  that  it  not  decays. 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  human  hands, 
Levell'd  <^^'  Aventicum,  hath  strew'd  her  subject  lands. 
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LXVI. 

And  there— oh!  sweet  and  sacred  be  the  name! — 
JuUa — the  daughter,  the  devoted — gave 
Her  youth  to  Heaven ;  her  heart,  beneath  a  claim 
Nearest  to  Heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  grave. 
Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears,  and  hers  would  crave 
The  life  she  lived  in;  but  the  judge  was  just, 
And  then  she  died  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
Their  tomb  was  simple,  and  without  a  bust, 
And  held  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one  heart,  one  dust. '"'' 

LXVII. 

But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away, 
And  names  that  must  not  wither,  though  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empires  with  a  just  decay, 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death  and  birth ; 
The  high,  the  mountain-majesty  of  worth 
Should  be,  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  woe. 
And  from  its  immortality  look  forth 
In  the  sun's  face,  hke  yonder  Alpine  snow,  <^"' 
Imperishably  pure  beyond  all  things-below. 
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LXVIII. 

Lake  Leman  woos  me  with  its  crystal  face, 
The  mirror  where  the  stars  and  mountains  view 
The  stillness  of  their  aspect  in  each  trace 
Its  clear  depth  yields  of  their  far  height  and  hue : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  look  through 
With  a  fit  mind  the  might  which  I  behold ; 
But  soon  in  me  shall  Loneliness  renew 
Thoughts  hid,  but  not  less  cherished  than  of  old, 
Ere  mingling  with  the  herd  had  penn'd  me  in  their  fold. 

LXIX. 

To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind ; 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil, 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  o\erboil 
In  the  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil. 
In  ^vTetched  interchange  of  wrong  for  ^vTong 
'Midst  a  contentious  world,  striving  where  none  are  strong. 
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LXX. 

There,  in  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  blight 
Of  our  own  soul,  turn  aU  our  blood  to  tears, 
And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of  Night ; 
The  race  of  life  becomes  a  hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness :  on  the  sea. 
The  boldest  steer  but  where  their  ports  invite. 
But  there  are  wanderers  o'er  Eternity 
Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchored  ne'er  shall  be. 

LXXI. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  love  Earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake  ? 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone, ''"' 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake, 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care, 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake ; — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  Uves  to  wear. 
Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doom'd  to  inflict  or  bear  ? 
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LXXII. 

I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me ;  and  to  me, 
High  mountains  are  a  feehng,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture :  I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
A  link  reluctant  in  a  fleshly  chain, 
Class''d  among  creatiu*es,  when  the  soul  can  flee. 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  hea^dng  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  vain. 

LXXIII. 

And  thus  I  am  absorbed,  and  this  is  hfe : 
I  look  upon  the  peopled  desert  past. 
As  on  a  place  of  agony  and  strife. 
Where,  for  some  sin,  to  Sorrow  I  was  cast. 
To  act  and  sufifer,  but  remount  at  last 
With  a  fresh  pinion ;  which  I  feel  to  spring, 
Though  young,  yet  waxing  vigorous,  as  the  blast 
Which  it  would  cope  with,  on  delighted  ^ving. 
Spurning  the  clay-cold  bonds  which  round  our  being  cling. 
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LXXIV. 

And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall  be  all  free 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degraded  form, 
Reft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Existent  happier  in  the  fly  and  worm, — 
When  elements  to  elements  conform. 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  see,  less  dazzling,  but  more  warm  ? 
The  bodiless  thought  ?  the  Spirit  of  each  spot  ? 
Of  which,  even  now,  I  share  at  times  the  immortal  lot  ? 

LXXV. 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  skies,  a  part 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them  ? 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion  ?  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these  ?  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  turn'd  below, 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  mth  thoughts  which  dare  not 
glow  ? 
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LXXVI. 

But  this  is  not  my  theme ;  and  I  return 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn, 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while — a  passing  guest. 
Where  he  became  a  being, — whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious ;  "'twas  a  foolish  quest, 
The  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  sacrificed  all  rest. 

LXXVII. 

Here  the  self-torturing  sophist,  wild  Rousseau, 
The  apostle  of  affliction,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wretched ;  yet  he  knew 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
©""er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  dazzling  as  they  past 
The  eyes,  which  o"'er  them  shed  tears  feelingly  and  fast. 
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LXXVIII. 

His  love  was  passion''s  essence — as  a  tree 
On  fire  by  lightning ;  ^vith  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted ;  for  to  be 
Thus,  and  enamoured,  were  in  him  the  same. 
But  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame, 
Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreams, 
But  of  ideal  beauty,  which  became 
In  him  existence,  and  o''erflowing  teems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distemper"'d  though  it  seems. 

LXXIX. 

This  breathed  itself  to  life  in  JuHe,  this 
Invested  her  with  all  that's  wild  and  sweet; 
This  hallow'd,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Which  every  morn  his  fever'd  lip  would  greet. 
From  hers,  who  but  with  friendship  his  would  meet ; 
But  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  brain  and  breast 
Flash'd  the  thrill'd  spirit's  love-devouring  heat ; 
In  that  absorbing  sigh  perchance  more  blest, 
Than  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek  possest.  *'"' 


CANTO  III.  PILGRIMAGE.  267 

LXXX. 

His  life  was  one  long  war  with  self-sought  foes, 
Or  friends  by  him  self-banish'd ;  for  his  mind 
Had  grown  Suspicion"'s  sanctuary,  and  chose 
For  its  own  cruel  sacrifice,  the  kind, 
""Gainst  whom  he  raged  with  fury  strange  and  blind. 
But  he  was  plirensied, — wherefore,  who  may  know  .'* 
Since  cause  might  be  which  skill  could  never  find ; 
But  he  was  phrensied  by  disease  or  woe. 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all,  which  wears  a  reasoning  show. 

LXXXI. 

For  then  he  was  inspired,  and  from  him  came. 
As  from  the  Pythian"'s  mystic  cave  of  yore. 
Those  oracles  which  set  the  world  in  flame. 
Nor  ceased  to  burn  till  kingdoms  were  no  more : 
Did  he  not  this  for  France  .'*  which  lay  before 
Bow'd  to  the  inborn  tyranny  of  years .'' 
Broken  and  trembling;  to  the  voke  she  bore, 
Till  by  the  voice  of  him  and  his  compeers, 
Roused  up  to  too  much  wrath,  which  follows  o''ergrown 
fears  .'* 
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LXXXII. 

They  made  themselves  a  fearful  monument ! 
The  wreck  of  old  opinions — things  which  grew 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time :  the  veil  they  rent, 
And  what  behind  it  lay,  all  earth  shall  view. 
But  good  with  ill  they  also  overthrew. 
Leaving  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew 
Dungeons  and  thrones,  which  the  same  hour  re-fil]"cl, 
As  heretofore,  because  ambition  was  self-wilPd. 

LXXXIII. 

But  this  will  not  endure,  nor  be  endured ! 
Mankind  have  felt  their  strengtli,  and  made  it  felt. 
They  might  have  used  it  better,  but,  allured 
By  their  new  vigour,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another;  pity  ceased  to  melt 
With  her  once  natural  charities.     But  they. 
Who  in  oppression"'s  darkness  caved  had  dwelt, 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourished  with  the  day ; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  mistook  theu'  prey  ? 


CAXTO  III.  PILGRIMAGE.  269 

LXXXIV. 

What  deep  wounds  ever  closed  without  a  scar  ? 
The  heart's  bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  which  disfigures  it ;  and  they  who  war 
With  their  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquished,  bear 
Silence,  but  not  submission :  in  his  lair 
Fix'd  Passion  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years ;  none  need  despair : 
It  came,  it  cometh,  and  will  come, — the  power 
To  punish  or  forgive — in  one  we  shall  be  slower. 

LXXXV. 

Clear,  placid  Leman !  thy  contrasted  lake, 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 
Earth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spring. 
This  quiet  sail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  waft  me  from  distraction ;  once  I  loved 
Torn  ocean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  sister's  voice  reproved. 
That  I  with  stern  delights  should  e'er  have  been  so  moved. 
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LXXXVI. 

It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  the  mountains,  dusk,  yet  clear. 
Mellowed  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen, 
Save  darkened  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  steep ;  and  drawing  near. 
There  breathes  a  living  fragrance  from  the  shore. 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ;  on  the  ear 
Drops  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar. 
Or  chirps  the  grasshopper  one  good-night  carol  more ; 

LXXXVII. 

He  is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makes 
His  life  an  infancy,  and  sings  his  fill ; 
At  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hiU, 
But  that  is  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
AU  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  infuse 
Deep  into  Nature's  breast  the  spirit  of  her  hues. 
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LXXXVIII. 

Ye  stars !  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ! 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  fate 
Of  men  and  empires, — ^'tis  to  be  forgiven, 
That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  state, 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar. 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  named  themselves 
a  star. 

LXXXIX. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still — though  not  in  sleep. 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  feeling  most ; 
And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep : — 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still :  From  the  high  host 
Of  stars,  to  the  luU'd  lake  and  mountain-coast. 
All  is  concenter'd  in  a  life  intense. 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost. 
But  hath  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defence. 
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xc. 

Then  stirs  the  feeling  infinite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  least  alone ; 
A  truth,  wliich  through  our  being  then  doth  melt 
And  purifies  from  self:  it  is  a  tone. 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  makes  knowTi 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm, 
Like  to  the  fabled  Cytherea's  zone. 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty ; — 'twould  disarm 
The  spectre  Death,  had  he  substantial  power  to  harm. 

XCI. 

Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth-o'ergazing  mountains,  '^^**  and  thus  take 
A  fit  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  Spirit,  in  whose  honour  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear^d  of  human  hands.     Come,  and  compare 
Columns  and  idol-dwellings,  Goth  or  Greek, 
With  Nature's  realms  of  worship,  earth  and  air. 
Nor  fix  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  pray'r ! 
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XCII. 

The  sky  is  changed ! — and  such  a  change !  Oh  night,  <2i) 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  wondrous  strong. 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  hght 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !  Far  along. 
From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  thunder !  Not  from  one  lone  cloud, 
But  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue. 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud ! 

XCIII. 

And  this  is  in  the  night :— Most  glorious  night  f 
Thou  wert  not  sent  for  slumber !  let  me  be 
A  sharer  in  thy  fierce  and  far  delight, — 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee !     . 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea. 
And  the  big  rain  comes  dancing  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirth. 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  young  earthquake's  birth. 

VOL.   I.  J 
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XCIV. 

Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  way  between 
Heights  which  appear  as  lovers  who  have  parted 
In  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene, 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken-hearted ; 
Though  in  their  souls,  which  thus  each  other  thwarted, 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage 
Which  blighted  their  life''s  bloom,  and  then  departed : — 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters, — war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

xcv. 

Now,  where  the  quick  Rhone  thus  hath  cleft  his  way, 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his  stand  : 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play, 
And  fling  their  thunder-bolts  from  hand  to  hand. 
Flashing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  band. 
The  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath  fork\l 
His  lightnings, — as  if  he  did  understand. 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  work\l, 
'IMnic-  \Uv  hoi  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein  lurkYl. 


CANTO  III.  PILGRIMAGE.  275 

XCVI. 

Sky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings !  ye ! 
With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  made  me  watchful ;  the  far  roll 
Of  your  departing  voices,  is  the  knoll 
Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless, — if  I  rest. 
But  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests !  is  the  goal  ? 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast  ? 
Or  do  ye  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some  high  nest  ? 

XCVII. 

Could  I  embody  and  unbosom  now 
That  which  is  most  within  me, — could  I  wreak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  strong  or  weak. 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek. 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe — into  one  word. 
And  that  one  word  were  Lightning,  I  would  speak ; 
But  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  unheard, 
With  a  most  voiceless  thouglit,  sheathing  it  as  a  sword. 
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XCVIII. 

The  morn  is  up  again,  the  dewy  morn, 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom. 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  contained  no  tomb, — 
And  glowing  into  day :  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  oiu*  existence :  and  thus  I, 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman !  may  find  room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Much,  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder'd  fittingly. 

XCIX. 

Clarens !  sweet  Clarens,  birth-place  of  deep  Love ! 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thought ; 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  Love ;  the  snows  above 
The  very  Glaciers  have  his  colours  caught, 
And  sun-set  into  rose-hues  sees  them  wTought  <^^* 
By  rays  which  sleep  there  lovingly :  the  rocks, 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  Love,  who  souglit 
In  them  a  refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks, 
Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  that  woos,  then 
luocks. 
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C. 

Clarens!  by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  are  trod, — 
Undying  Love's,  who  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains ;  where  the  gotl 
Is  a  pervading  hfe  and  Hght, — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o'er  the  flower 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  blown, 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  desolate  hour. 

CI. 

All  things  are  here  of  Mm ;  from  the  black  pines, 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slope  his  green  path  downward  to  the  shore, 
Where  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him,  and  adore, 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs ;  and  the  wood. 
The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  trunks  all  hoar. 
But  light  leaves,  young  as  joy,  stands  where  it  stood. 
Offering  to  him,  and  his,  a  populous  solitude, 
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CII. 

A  populous  solitude  of  bees  and  birds, 
And  fairy-form'd  and  many-colour'd  things, 
Who  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than  words. 
And  innocently  open  their  glad  wings, 
Fearless  and  fuU  of  life :  the  gush  of  springs. 
And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings 
The  swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend, 
Mingling,  and  made  by  Love,  unto  one  mighty  end. 

cm. 

He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  lore. 
And  make  his  heart  a  spirit ;  he  who  knows 
That  tender  mystery,  will  love  the  more. 
For  this  is  Love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes, 
And  the  world's  waste,  have  driven  him  far  from  those, 
For  'tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  eternity ! 
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CIV. 

'Twas  not  for  fiction  chose  Rousseau  this  spot, 
Peopling  it  with  affections ;  but  he  found 
It  was  the  scene  which  passion  must  allot 
To  the  mind's  purified  beings ;  'twas  the  ground 
Where  early  Love  his  Psyche's  zone  unbound, 
And  hallow'd  it  with  lovehness :  'tis  lone, 
And  wonderful,  and  deep,  and  hath  a  sound. 
And  sense,  and  sight  of  sweetness ;  here  the  Rhone 
Hath  spread  himself  a  couch,  the  Alps  have  rear'd  a  throne. 

CV. 

Lausanne !  and  Ferney !  ye  have  been  the  abodes  '^" 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeath'd  a  name ; 
Mortals,  who  sought  and  found,  by  dangerous  roads, 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  fame : 
They  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan-like,  on  daring  doubts  to  pUe 
Thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder,  and  the  flame 
Of  Heaven,  again  assaU'd,  if  Heaven  the  while 
On  man  and  man's  research  could  deign  do  more  than 
smile. 
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CVI. 

The  one  was  fire  and  fickleness,  a  child, 
Most  mutable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind 
A  wit  as  various, — gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild, — 
Historian,  bard,  philosopher,  combined ; 
He  multiplied  himself  among  mankind. 
The  Proteus  of  their  talents :  But  his  oaati 
Breathed  most  in  ridicule, — which,  as  the  wind. 
Blew  where  it  fisted,  laying  all  things  prone, — 
Now  to  overthrow  a  fool,  and  now  to  shake  a  throne. 

CVII. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought, 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year, 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought. 
And  shaped  his  weapon  \vith  an  edge  severe. 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer; 
Tlie  lord  of  irony, — that  master-spell. 
Which  stung  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from  fear. 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  zealot's  ready  Hell, 
Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  well. 
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CVIII. 

Yet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes, — for  by  them. 
If  merited,  the  penalty  is  paid ; 
It  is  not  ours  to  judge, — far  less  condemn; 
The  hour  must  come  when  such  things  shall  be  made 
Known  unto  all, — or  hope  and  dread  allay'd 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow, — in  the  dust, 
Which,  thus  much  we  are  sure,  must  lie  decay^I ; 
And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust, 
'Twill  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is  just. 

CIX. 

But  let  me  quit  man's  works,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's,  spread  around  me,  and  suspend 
This  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed, 
Until  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 
The  clouds  above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend, 
And  I  must  pierce  them,  and  survey  whate'er 
May  be  permitted,  as  my  steps  I  bend 
To  their  most  great  and  growing  region,  where 
The  earth  to  her  embrace  compels  the  powers  of  air. 
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ex. 

Italia!  too,  Italia!  looking  on  thee, 
Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ages, 
Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee, 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages. 
Who  glorify  thy  consecrated  pages ; 
Thou  wert  the  throne  and  grave  of  empires ;  still, 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  assuages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quaffing  there  her  fill. 
Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Rome's  imperial  hill. 

CXI. 

Thus  far  I  have  proceeded  in  a  theme 
Renew'd  with  no  kind  auspices : — to  feel 
We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should  be, — and  to  steel 
The  heart  against  itself;  and  to  conceal. 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aught, — 
Passion  or  feeling,  purpose,  grief  or  zeal, — 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought. 
Is  a  stern  task  of  .soul : — No  matter, — it  is  taught. 
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CXII. 

And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  into  song, 
It  may  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile, — 
The  colouring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along. 
Which  I  would  sei^e,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth, — but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone, — remember^  or  forgot. 

CXIII. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  flatter"'d  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow''d 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, — 
Nor  coined  my  cheek  to  smiles, — nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them ;  in  a  shroud 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  still  could , 
Had  I  not  filed  *-^'  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  subdued. 
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CXIV. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me, — 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe, 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things, — hopes  which  will  not  deceive. 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing :  I  would  also  deem 
Cer  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve ;  '^"''> 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem, — 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  dream. 

cxv. 

My  daughter !  with  thy  name  this  song  begun — 
My  daughter !  with  thy  name  thus  much  shall  end — 
I  see  thee  not, — I  hear  thee  not, — but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee ;  thou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  far  years  extend : 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  should'st  behold. 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  future  visions  blend, 
And  reach  into  thy  heart, — Avhen  mine  is  cold, — 
A  token  and  a  lone,  even  from  thy  father's  mould. 
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CXVI. 

To  aid  thy  mind's  development, — to  watch 
Thy  dawn  of  httle  joys, — to  sit  and  see 
Almost  thy  very  growth, — to  view  thee  catch 
Knowledge  of  objects, — wonders  yet  to  thee! 
To  hold  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee. 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  parent's  kiss, — 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  me ; 
Yet  this  was  in  my  nature : — as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  there,  yet  something  like  to  this. 

CXVII. 

Yet,  though  dull  Hate  as  duty  should  be  taught, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  my  name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  spell  still  fraught 
With  desolation, — and  a  broken  claim : 
Though  the  grave  closed  between  us, — 'twere  the  same, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  to  drain 
My  blood  from  out  thy  being,  were  an  aim, 
And  an  attainment, — all  would  be  in  vain, — 
Still  thou  would'st  love  me,  still  that  more  than  hfe  retain. 
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CXVIII. 

The  child  of  love, — though  born  in  bitterness, 
And  nurtured  in  convulsion.     Of  thy  sire 
These  were  the  elements, — and  thine  no  less. 
As  yet  such  are  around  thee, — but  thy  fire 
Shall  be  more  temperM,  and  thy  hope  far  higlicr. 
Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers !  O'er  the  sea, 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire, 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee, 
As,  with  a  sigh,  I  deem  thou  might'st  have  been  to  me ! 


NOTES. 


NOTES 

TO 

CHILDE  HAROLD^S  PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO  III. 


1. 
In  "pride  of  place"  here  last  the  eagle  Jlew. 

Stanza  xviii.  line  5. 

"  Pride  of  place"  is  a  term  of  falconry,  and  means  the 
highest  pitch  of  flight. — See  Macbeth,  &c. 

"  An  eagle  towering  in  his  pride  of  place 

"  Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd." 


2. 
Suck  as  Harmod'ms  drew  on  Athens'  tyrant  lord. 

Stanza  xx.  line  9. 

See  the  famous  song  on  Harmotlius  and  Aristogiton. — 
The  best  English  translation  is  in  Bland's  Anthology,  by 
Mr.  Denman. 

"  With  myrtle  my  sword  will  I  wreathe,"  &c. 

VOL.   I.  u 
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3. 

And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-hell. 

Stanza  xxi.  line  8. 

On  the  niglit  previous  to  the  action,  it  is  said  that  a  ball 
was  given  at  Brussels. 


4,5. 
And  Evan's,  Donald's  fame  rings  in  each  clansman's  ears. 

Stanza  xxvi.  line  9. 

Sir  Evan  Cameron,  and  his  descendant  Donald,  the 
"  gentle  Lochiel"  of  the  "  forty-five." 

6. 
And  Ardennes  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves. 

Stanza  xxvii.  line  1 . 

The  wood  of  Soignies  is  supposed  to  be  a  remnant  of  the 
"  forest  of  Ardennes,"  famous  in  Boiardo's  Orlando,  and 
immortal  in  Shakespeare's  "  As  you  like  it."  It  is  also 
celebrated  in  Tacitus  as  being  the  spot  of  successful  defence 
by  the  Germans  against  the  Roman  encroachments. — I  have 
ventured  to  adopt  the  name  connected  with  nobler  associa- 
tions than  those  of  mere  slaughter. 

7. 
/  turn  d from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could  not  bring. 

Stanza  xxx.  line  9. 

My  guide  from  Mont  St.  Jean  over  the  field  seemed  in- 
ti'lligcnt  and  accurate.    The  place  where  Major  Howard  fell 
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was  not  far  from  two  tall  and  solitary  trees  (there  was  a 
third  cut  down,  or  shivered  in  the  battle)  which  stand  a  few 
yards  fi-om  each  other  at  a  pathway's  side. — Beneath  these 
he  died  and  was  buried.  The  body  has  since  been  removed 
to  England.  A  small  hollow  for  the  present  marks  Avhere 
it  lay,  but  will  probably  soon  be  effaced ;  the  plough  has  been 
upon  it,  and  the  grain  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  where  Picton  and 
other  gallant  men  had  perished,  the  guide  said,  "  here  Major 
Howard  lay;  I  was  near  him  when  wounded."  I  told  him 
my  relationship,  and  he  seemed  then  still  more  anxious  to 
point  out  the  particular  spot  and  circumstances.  The  place 
is  one  of  the  most  marked  in  the  field  from  the  peculiarity 
of  the  two  trees  abovementioned. 

I  went  on  horseback  twice  over  the  field,  comparing  it 
with  my  recollection  of  similar  scenes.  As  a  plain,  Waterloo 
seems  marked  out  for  the  scene  of  some  great  action,  though 
this  may  be  mere  imagination  :  I  have  viewed  with  attention 
those  of  Platea,  Troy,  Mantinea,  Leuctra,  Chseronea,  and 
Marathon;  and  the  field  around  Mont  St.  Jean  and  Hou- 
goumont  appears  to  want  little  but  a  better  cause,  and  that 
undefinable  but  impressive  halo  which  the  lapse  of  ages 
throws  around  a  celebrated  spot,  to  vie  in  interest  Avith  any 
or  all  of  these,  except  perhaps  the  last  mentioned. 


Like  to  the  apj)les  on  the  Dead  Sea's  shore. 

Stanza  xxxiv.  line  6. 

The  (fabled)  apples  on  the  brink  of  the  lake  Asphaltes 
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were  said  to  be  fair  without,   and  within   ashes. — Vide 
Tacitus,  Histor.  1.  5.  7. 


9. 

For  .sceptred  cynics  earth  were  far  too  wide  a  den. 

Stanza  xli.  line  9. 

The  great  error  of  Napoleon,  "  if  we  have  writ  our  annals 
true,"  was  a  continued  obti'usion  on  mankind  of  his  want  of 
all  community  of  feeling  for  or  with  them ;  perhaps  more 
offensive  to  human  vanity  than  the  active  cruelty  of  more 
trembling  and  suspicious  tyranny. 

Such  were  his  speeches  to  public  assemblies  as  well  as 
individuals;  and  the  single  expression  which  he  is  said  to 
have  used  on  retm-ning  to  Paris  after  the  Russian  winter  had 
destroyed  his  army,  rubbing  his  hands  over  a  fire,  "  This  is 
])leasanter  than  Moscow,"  would  probably  alienate  more 
fa\'our  from  his  cause  than  the  destruction  and  reverses 
which  led  to  the  remark. 

10. 
What  want  these  outlaws  conquerors  should  have? 

Stanza  xlviii.  line  6. 

"  What  wants  that  knave 
"  That  a  king  should  have  ?" 

was  King  James's  question  on  meeting  Johnny  Armstrong 
and  his  followers  in  full  accoutrements. — See  the  Ballad. 
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11. 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels. 

Page  253j  line  1. 

The  castle  of  Drachenfels  stands  on  the  highest  summit 
of  "  the  Seven  Mountains/'  over  the  Rhine  banks;  it  is  in 
ruins,  and  connected  with  some  singular  traditions :  it  is  the 
first  in  view  on  the  road  from  Bonn,  but  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  river;  on  this  bank,  nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remains 
of  another,  called  the  Jew's  castle,  and  a  large  cross  com- 
memorative of  the  murder  of  a  chief  by  his  brother :  the 
number  of  castles  and  cities  along  the  course  of  the  Rhine 
on  both  sides  is  very  great,  and  their  situations  remarkably 
beautiful. 


12. 
The  whitcnesi-  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him  wept. 

Stanza  Ivii.  line  9. 

The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented  General  Mar^ 
ceau  (killed  by  a  rifle-ball  at  Alterkirchen  on  the  last  day 
of  the  fourth  year  of  the  French  republic)  still  remains  as 
described. 

The  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather  too  long, 
and  not  required :  his  name  was  enough ;  France  adored, 
and  her  enemies  admired ;  both  wept  over  him. — His  fiineral 
was  attended  by  the  generals  and  detachments  from  both 
armies.  In  the  same  grave  General  Hoche  is  interred,  a 
gallant  man  also  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  but  though  he 
distinguished  himself  greatly  in  battle,  he  had  not  the  good 
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fortune  to  die  there ;  his  death  was  attended  by  suspicions 
of  poison. 

A  separate  monument  (not  o\  er  his  body,  which  is  buried 
by  Marceau's)  is  raised  for  him  near  Andernach,  ojiposite  to 
which  one  of  his  most  memorable  exploits  was  performed, 
in  tlirowing  a  bridge  to  an  island  on  the  Rhine.  The  shape 
and  style  are  different  from  that  of  Marceau's,  and  the  in- 
scription more  simple  and  pleasing. 

"  The  Army  of  the  Sambre  and  Meuse 

"  to  its  Commander  in  Chief 

"  Hoche." 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  be.  Hoche  was  esteemed 
among  the  first  of  France's  earlier  generals  before  Buona- 
parte monopolized  her  triumphs. — He  was  the  destined 
commander  of  the  invading  army  of  Ireland. 

13. 
Here  Ehrenbreitstein,  with  her  shatter'd  wall. 

Stanza  Iviii.  line  1. 

Ehrenbreitstein,  i.  e.  "  the  broad  Stone  of  Honour,"  one 
of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe,  was  dismantled  and 
blown  up  by  the  French  at  the  truce  of  Leoben. — It  had 
been  and  coidd  only  be  reduced  by  famine  or  treachery. 
It  yielded  to  the  former,  aided  by  surprise.  After  having 
seen  the  fortifications  of  Gibraltar  and  Malta,  it  did  not 
much  strike  by  comj)arison,  but  the  situation  is  commanding. 
General  Marceau  besieged  it  in  vain  for  some  time,  and  I 
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slept  in  a  room  where  I  was  sliowu  a  Avindow  at  which  he  is 
said  to  have  been  standing  observing  the  progress  of  the 
siege  by  moonlight,  when  a  ball  struck  immediately  below  it. 

14. 

Unsepulchred  they  roam'd,  and  shriek' d  each  wandering  ghost. 

Stanza  Ixiii.  line  9. 

The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of  bones  dimi- 
nished to  a  small  number  by  the  Burgundian  legion  in  the 
service  of  France,  who  anxiously  effaced  this  record  of  their 
ancestors'  less  successful  invasions.  A  few  still  remain,  not- 
withstanding the  pains  taken  by  the  Burgundians  for  ages, 
(all  who  passed  that  way  removing  a  bone  to  their  own 
country)  and  the  less  justifiable  larcenies  of  the  Swiss  pos- 
tillions, who  carried  them  off  to  sell  for  knife-handles,  a 
purpose  for  which  the  whiteness  imbibed  by  the  bleaching 
of  years  had  rendered  them  in  great  request.  Of  these 
relics  I  ventured  to  bring  away  as  much  as  may  have  made 
the  quarter  of  a  hero,  for  which  the  sole  excuse  is,  that  if 
I  had  not,  the  next  passer  by  might  have  perverted  them 
to  worse  uses  than  the  careful  preservation  which  I  intend 
for  them. 


15. 
Levell'd  Aventicum  hath  strew'd  her  subject  lands. 

Stanza  Ixv.  line  9. 

Aventicum  (near  Morat)  was  the  Roman  capital  of  Hel- 
vetia, where  Avenches  now  stands. 
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16. 
And  held  within  their  tirn  one  mind,  one  heart,  one  dust. 

Stanza  Ixvn.  line  9. 

Julia  Alpinula,  a  young  Aventian  priestess,  died  soon  after 
a  vain  endeavour  to  save  her  father,  condemned  to  death  as  a 
traitor  by  Aulus  Caecina.  Her  epitaph  was  discovered  many 
years  ago ; — it  is  thus— • 

Julia  Alpinula 

Hie  jaceo 

Infelicis  patris,  infelix  proles 

Deai  Aventiae  Sacerdos; 

Exorare  patris  necem  non  potui 

Male  mori  in  fatis  ille  erat. 

Vixi  annos  XXHI. 

I  know  of  no  human  composition  so  affecting  as  this,  nor 
a  history  of  deeper  interest.  These  are  the  names  and  actions 
M'hich  ought  not  to  perish,  and  to  which  we  turn  with  a  true 
and  healthy  tenderness,  from  the  wretched  and  glittering 
detail  of  a  confused  mass  of  conquests  and  battles,  with  which 
the  mind  is  roused  for  a  time  to  a  false  and  feverish  sym- 
pathy, from  whence  it  recurs  at  length  with  all  the  nausea 
consecjuent  on  such  intoxication. 

17. 

In  the  sun's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow. 

Stanza  Ixvii.  line  8. 
This  is  written  in  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc  (June  3d,  181(5) 
which  even  at  this  distance  dazzles  mine. 


CHILDE  HAROLD.  297 

(July  20th.)  I  this  day  observed  for  some  time  the  di- 
stinct reflection  of  Mont  Blanc  and  Mont  Argentiere  in  the 
calm  of  the  lake,  which  I  was  crossing  in  my  boat ;  the 
distance  of  these  mountains  from  their  mirror  is  60  miles. 

18. 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone. 

Stanza  Ixxi.  line  3. 

The  colour  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  blue,  to  a  depth 
of  tint  M^hich  I  have  never  seen  equalled  in  water,  salt  or 
fresh,  except  in  the  Mediterranean  and  Archipelago. 

19. 
Than  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek  possest. 

Stanza  Ixxix.  line  9. 

This  refers  to  the  account  in  his  "  Confessions"  of  his 
passion  for  the  Comtesse  d'Houdetot  (the  mistress  of  St. 
Lambert)  and  his  long  walk  every  morning  for  the  sake  of 
the  single  kiss  which  was  the  common  salutation  of  French 
acquaintance. — Rousseau's  description  of  his  feelings  on  this 
occasion  may  be  considered  as  the  most  passionate,  yet  not 
impure  description  and  expression  of  love,  that  ever  kindled 
into  words ;  which  after  all  must  be  felt,  from  their  very 
force,  to  be  inadequate  to  the  delineation :  a  painting  can 
give  no  sufficient  idea  of  the  ocean. 

20. 
Of  earth-o'ergazing  mountains. 

Stanza  xci.  line  3. 

It  is  to  be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful  and  im- 
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pressivc  doctrines  of  the  dinue  Founder  of  Cliristianity 
were  delivered,  not  in  the  Temple,  but  on  the  Mount. 

To  wave  the  question  of  devotion,  and  turn  to  human 
eloquence, — tlie  most  effectual  and  splendid  specimens 
were  not  pronounced  within  walls.  Demosthenes  addressed 
the  public  and  popular  assemblies.  Cicero  spoke  in  the 
forum.  That  this  added  to  their  effect  on  the  mind  of 
both  orator  and  hearers,  may  be  conceived  from  the  differ- 
ence between  what  we  read  of  the  emotions  then  and  there 
j)roduced,  and  those  we  ourselves  experience  in  the  perusal 
in  the  closet.  It  is  one  thing  to  read  the  Iliad  at  Sigaeum 
and  on  the  tumuli,  or  by  the  springs  with  Mount  Ida  abov  e, 
and  the  plain  and  rivers  and  Archipelago  around  you ;  and 
another  to  trim  your  taper  over  it  in  a  snug  library — this 
I  know. 

Were  the  early  and  rapid  progress  of  what  is  called  Me- 
thodism to  be  attributed  to  any  cause  beyond  the  enthusiasm 
excited  by  its  vehement  faith  and  doctrines  (tlie  truth  or 
error  of  which  I  presume  neither  to  canvass  nor  to  question) 
I  should  venture  to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  of  preaching 
in  the  Jieldfi,  and  the  unstudied  and  extemporaneous  effu- 
sions of  its  teachers. 

The  Mussulmans,  whose  erroneous  devotion  (at  least  in 
the  lower  orders)  is  most  sincere,  and  therefore  impressive, 
are  accustomed  to  repeat  their  prescribed  orisons  and  prayers 
wherever  they  may  be  at  the  stated  hours — of  course  fre- 
(juently  in  the  open  air,  kneeling  upon  a  light  mat  (which 
tlicy  carry  for  the  purpose  of  a  bed  or  cushion  as  recjuircd); 
the  ceremony  lasts  some  minutes,  during  which   they  are 
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totally  absorbed,  and  only  living  in  tlieir  supplication ;  no- 
thing can  disturb  them.  On  me  the  simple  and  entire 
sincerity  of  these  men,  and  the  spirit  which  appeared  to  he 
within  and  upon  them,  made  a  far  greater  impression  than 
any  general  rite  which  was  ever  performed  in  places  of 
worship,  of  which  I  have  seen  those  of  almost  every  persua- 
sion under  the  sun ;  including  most  of  our  own  sectaries, 
and  the  Greek,  the  Catholic,  the  Armenian,  the  Lutheran, 
the  Jewish,  and  the  Mahometan.  Many  of  the  negroes,  0£ 
whom  there  are  numbers  in  the  Turkish  empire,  are  idola- 
ters, and  have  free  exercise  of  their  belief  and  its  rites: 
some  of  these  I  had  a  distant  view  of  at  Patras,  and  from 
what  I  could  make  out  of  them,  they  appeared  to  be  of  a 
truly  Pagan  description,  and  not  very  agreeable  to  a  spec- 
tator. 


21. 

The  sky  is  changed! — a?id  such  a  change!  Oh  nigld. 

Stanza  xcii.  line  I. 

The  thunder-storms  to  which  these  lines  refer  occurred 
on  the  13th  of  June,  1816,  at  midnight.  I  have  seen 
among  the  Acroceraunian  mountains  of  Chimari  several 
more  terrible,  but  none  more  beautifixl. 

22. 
And  sun-set  into  rose-hues  sees  them  wro^ight. 

Stanza  xcix.  line  5. 

Rousseau's  Heloise,  Lettre  \1,  part  4,  note.  "  Ces  mon- 
"  tagues  sont  si  hautes  qu'une  demi-heure  apres  le  soleil 
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"  couclie,  Icurs  sommets  sont  encore  eclaires  de  ses  rayons ; 
"  dont  le  rouge  forme  sur  ces  cimes  blanclies  une  belle  cou- 
"  leur  de  rose  qu'on  apper^oit  de  fort  loin." 

This  applies  more  particidarly  to  the  heights  over  Meil- 
lerie. 

"  J'allai  a  Vevay  loger  a  la  Clef,  et  pendant  deux  jours 
"  que  j'y  restai  sans  voir  personne,  je  pris  pour  cette  ville 
"  un  amour  qui  m'a  suivi  dans  tous  mes  voyages,  et  qui  m'y 
'•  a  fait  etablir  enfin  les  heros  de  men  roman.  Je  dirois 
"  volontiers  a  ceux  qui  ont  du  gout  et  qui  sont  sensibles : 
"  allez  a  Vevai- — visitez  le  pays,  examinez  les  sites,  pro- 
"  menez-vous  sur  le  lac,  et  dites  si  la  Nature  n'a  pas  fait  ce 
"  beau  pays  pour  une  Julie,  pour  une  Claire,  et  pour  un  St. 
"  Preux;  mais  ne  les  y  cherchez  pas."  Les  Confessions, 
livre  iv.  page  306.  Lyons  ed.  1796. 

lu  Jidy,  1816,  I  made  a  voyage  round  the  Lake  of  Ge- 
neva ;  and,  as  far  as  my  own  observations  have  led  me  in  a 
not  uninterested  nor  inattentive  survey  of  all  the  scenes 
most  celebrated  by  Rousseau  in  his  "  Heloise,"  I  can  safely 
say,  that  in  this  there  is  no  exaggeration.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  see  Clarens  (with  the  scenes  around  it,  Vevay, 
Chillon,  Boveret,  St.  Gingo,  Meillerie,  Eivan,  and  the  en- 
trances of  the  Rhone)  without  being  forcibly  struck  with 
its  peculiar  adaptation  to  the  persons  and  events  with  which 
it  has  been  peopled.  But  this  is  not  all ;  the  feeling  M'ith 
which  all  around  Clarens,  and  the  opposite  rocks  of  Meil- 
lerie, is  invested,  is  of  a  still  higher  and  more  comprehensive 
order  than  the  mere  sympathy  "  ith  individual  passion  ;  it 
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is  a  sense  of  the  existence  of  love  in  its  most  extended  and 
sublime  capacity,  and  of  our  own  participation  of  its  good 
and  of  its  glory :  it  is  the  great  principle  of  the  universe, 
which  is  there  more  condensed,  but  not  less  manifested; 
and  of  which,  though  knowing  ourselves  a  part,  we  lose  our 
individuality,  and  mingle  in  the  beauty  of  the  whole. 

If  Rousseau  had  never  written,  nor  lived,  the  same  asso- 
ciations would  not  less  have  belonged  to  such  scenes.  He 
has  added  to  the  interest  of  his  works  by  their  adoption ; 
he  has  shown  his  sense  of  tlieir  beauty  by  the  selection ; 
but  they  have  done  that  for  him  which  no  human  being 
could  do  for  them. 

I  had  the  fortune  (good  or  evil  as  it  might  be)  to  sail 
from  Meillerie  (where  we  landed  for  some  time),  to  St. 
Gingo  during  a  lake  storm,  which  added  to  the  magnifi- 
cence of  all  around,  although  occasionally  accompanied  by 
danger  to  the  boat,  which  was  small  and  overloaded.  It 
was  over  this  very  part  of  the  lake  that  Rousseau  has  driven 
the  boat  of  St.  Preux  and  Madame  Wolmar  to  Meillerie  for 
shelter  during  a  tempest. 

On  gaining  the  shore  at  St.  Gingo,  I  found  that  the  wind 
had  been  sufficiently  strong  to  blow  down  some  fine  old 
chestnut  trees  on  the  lower  part  of  the  mountains. 

On  the  opposite  height  of  Clarens  is  a  chateau.  The 
hills  are  covered  with  vineyards,  and  interspersed  with 
some  small  but  beautiful  woods;  one  of  these  was  named 
the  "  Bosquet  de  Julie,"  and  it  is  remarkable  that,  though 
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long  ago  cut  dovm  by  the  brutal  selfishness  of  the  monks 
of  St.  Bernard  (to  whom  the  land  appertained),  that  the 
ground  might  be  inclosed  into  a  vineyard  for  the  miserable 
drones  of  an  execrable  superstition,  the  inhabitants  of  Cla- 
rens  still  point  out  the  spot  where  its  trees  stood,  calling  it 
by  the  name  which  consecrated  and  survived  them. 

Rousseau  has  not  been  particularly  fortunate  in  the  pre- 
servation of  the  "  local  habitations"  he  has  given  to  "  airy 
nothings."  Tlie  Prior  of  Great  St.  Bernard  has  cut  down 
some  of  his  woods  for  the  sake  of  a  few  casks  of  wine,  and 
Buonaparte  has  levelled  part  of  the  rocks  of  Meillerie  in 
improving  the  road  to  the  Simplon.  The  road  is  an  excel- 
lent one,  but  I  cannot  quite  agree  with  a  remark  which  I 
heard  made,  that  "  La  route  vaut  mieux  que  les  sou- 
venirs." 


23. 
Lausanne!  and  Ferney!  ye  have  been  the  abodes. 

Stanza  cv.  line  1 . 

Voltaire  and  Gibbon. 


24. 
Had  I  noljilcd  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  subdued. 

Stanza  cxiii.  line  9. 


"  If  it  be  thus, 


For  Banquo's  issue  have  \JHed  my-mind." 

Macbeth. 
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25. 

O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve. 

Stanza  cxiv.  line  7- 

It  is  said  by  Rochefoucault,  that  "  there  is  always  some- 
thing in  the  misfortunes  of  men's  best  friends  not  dis- 
pleasing to  them." 


END  OF  VOL.  I. 
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